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To the moſt Illuftrious 


E KM 
DUKE f ARGYLE. 


Hei HIS Play, at laſt, through 
many Dithculties, has made 
way to throw it {elf at your 
2 2 Grace's Feet: And con- 
dering what well- meant Attempts vere 
made to intercept it in its Courſe to 10 
great an Honour, I have had Reaſon 
not to think it intirely ſucceſsful, till 
(where my Ambition always deſian d. 
it) I found it ſafe in your Protection: 
W hich, when ſeveral Means had fail'd of 
| making it leſs worthy of, The Spleen 


ended with the Old Good-nature that 


was offer'd to my firſt Play, viz. That 


it was none of my own: But that's a 
ä Praiſe 


DEDICATION. 


praiſe l have indeed ſome Reaſon to be 
proud of, ſince your Grace fiom Evin- 
_cing Circumſtances is able to divide the 
Malice from the Compliment. 
The beſt Criticks have long and juſtly 
_ complein'd, that the Coarfeneſs of moſt 
Characters in our late Comedies have 
been unfit Entertainments for Pecple 
of Quality, eſpecially the Ladies: And 
therefore | was long in hopes that fome 
able Pen (whoſe Expectation did not 


hang upon the Profits of Succeſs) 


_ wou'd generouſly attempt to reform 
the Town into a better Taſte than the 
World generally allows 'em: But no- 
thing of that Kind having lately ap- 
Pear d, that would give me an Oppor- 
unity of being wiſe at another's Ex- 
pence, | found it impoſſible any longer 
to reſiſt the ſecret Temptation of my 
Vanity, and ſo even (truck the firit Blow 

my felt: And the Event has now con- 
vinc'd me, that whoever ſticks cloſely 
to Nature, can't eaſily write above the 
Underſtanding of the Galleries, tho' at 
the ſame time he may poſſibly deſerve 
Applauſe ot the Boxes, 


This | 


Ff ²˙um ̃ ⁵§ÜöÄQ fn B.. WA 2 


DE DICATION. 

This Play before its Trial on the 
Stage was examin'd by ſeveral People of 
Quality, that came into your Grace's 


Opinion of its being a juſt, a proper and 


diverting Attempt in Comedy; but few 
of em carry'd the Compliment beyond 
their private Approbation: For when 


I was withing for a little farther Hope, 
they ſtopt hort of your Grace's Pene- 
tration, and only Kindly witht me what 
they ſeem'd to fear, and you aſſur'd me 
of, a General Succets. „ 


But your Grace has been pleas'd, not 


only to encourage me with your Judg- 
ment; but have I:kewiſe by your fa- 
Vvourable Influence in the Bounties that 
were rais'd for me the Third and Sixth 


Day, defended me againſt any Hazards 


of an entire Diſappointment from ſo 
bold an Undertaking : And therefore, 


whatever the W orld may think of me, 
as one they call a Poet, yet I am confi- 
dent, as your Grace underſtands me, 


| ſhall not want your Belief, when 1 af- 


ſure you that this Dedication is the Re- 
ſult of a profound Acknowledgment, 


an Artleſs Inclination, proudly Glad 


and Grateful, A4 And 


err 
And if the Dialogue of the follow- 
ing Scenes flows with more eaſy turn 
of Thought and Spirit, than what I 
have uſually produc'd; I ſhall not yet 
blame ſome People for ſaying 'tis not 
my own, unleſs they knew at the ſame 
time I owe molt of it to the many ſto- 
Jen Obſervations I have made from 
your Grace's Manner of Converſing. 
And if ever the Influence of your 
Grace's more ſhining Qualities mould 
perſuade me to attempt a Tragedy, I 
thall then, with the ſame Freedom, bor- 
row all the Ornamental Virtues of my 
Hero, where now | only am indebted 
for part of the Fine Gentleman. Great- 
neſs of Birth and Mind, Sweetneſs of 
Temper, flowing from the fixt and Na- 
tive Principles of Courage and of Ho- 
nour, are Beauties that I reſerve for a 
farther Opportunity of expreſling the 
Zeal and Gratitude of, 


My Lord, Ho 
Four oe, vis oui, 


| = Dec. 15, F = | E 
| 1704: Moſt Oblig'd and Humble Servant, 


 _ COLLEY CIBBER. 


THE 


PROLOGUE. 


And Shoals of Fools expos'd upon the Stage, 
How few are laſht that call for Satyr's Rage! 


F al the various Vices of the Age, | 8 


What can you think to ſee our Plays fo full 
Of Madmen, Coxcombs, and the driveling Fool; 


Of Cits, of Shaypers, Rakes and roaring Bullies, 


Of Cheats, of Cuckolds, Aldermen and Cullies ? 


That Satyr's Rod in the Dramatick School, 

Mas only meant for the tncorrizible Fool? © 

As if too Vice and Folly were confin'd ” 

To the vile Scum alone of human Kind, | 
Creatures a Miſe ſhow'd ſcorn; ſuch abject Traſh 


Ionu'd not one ſwear, twere taken for a Rule, | C 


Deſerve not Satyr's out the Hangman Laſh. ON 
 Weiches ſo far ſhut out from Senſe of Shame, ns 
 Newpate or Bedlam only ſhow'd reclaim; „ 
For Satyr ne er was meant to make wild Monſter, tame. 8 = 


No Strs, - 
Me rather think the Perſons fit for Plays, 
Are they whoſe Birth and Educ ation ſays 


They've every Help that ſhou'd improve Mankind, 
Ter ſtill live Slaves to a vile tainted Mind | © 
Such as in Wit are often ſeen abound, | « 


And yet have ſome weak Part, where Folly's found: 
For Follies ſprout lik» Weeds, higheſt in fruefal Ground. 


And ti: hero's the Garden of the Mind 


To no infeſtive Weed's ſ much inclin d. | 
As the rank Prids that ſome jrom Aﬀectation fi ad. 
A Foliy too well known to make its Court 


With moſt Succeſs among the better Sort. 


Such are the Perſon. we To-day provide, 


And Nature's F,ols for once are laid aſille. 
Inis is the Ground on which our Play we bil ; 


But in the Structure maſt to Fuds ment yield: 


Aid where the Poet fails in Art, or Care, 


lie beg your wonted Mercy to the Player. 5 
"8 PR) 


| 
| 
| 


PROLOGUE 


Upon the laſt Campaign. 


Written by a Perſon of Quality; deſign'd 


for the Sixth Day, bur not ſpoken. 


A Paying Nation hates the fighting Trade, 
1 And Lixgring War in uſual Methods made: 


I ben Armies walk about {rom Wood to River, 
Ard Threeſcore Thouſand only get togetber 


To Eat. ard Drink. Conſult, aud find the way 
How witho:t fighting they 7 earn their Pay; 


When prudent Generals get, by Safeguard giving. ? 
An hu eſt, qutet comfortable Living; 7 | - 
But never fight it up to a Thankſgruimng, © g | 
| Theſe manage War with the Phyſicians Skill, 8 
And tiſe ſuch Means, as neither cure, nor kill: 
Lite the wiſe Doctors ſafe by their Degrees, 


They give weak Doſes, but take ſwinging Fees. 
The Trade continuing. which can never nd, 


While the ſick tate has any thing to ſpend. 
Thanks then to him, wu ſlrikes at the Diſeaſe, 


And bravely; tries to ſet the World at eaſe: 


Two Danube Victories will quit the Score, 
And ſoon recruit our almoſt laviſh'd Store. 
A bapty Peace regains our Treaſure loſt ; 
Our own the Glory, and our Foes the Coſt, 

No Faxour let the Homebred Sparks expect, 


For of juch fighting laſt but one Year more : c 


| B Scorn from Men, and from the Fair Neglect. 
Beaux. that ſpend all their Time in {ft Love-making ; 
Thoſe tendir Sculs, whoſe Hearts ar: Always aking, 


Son ein ye Fair, prevent their Ar us Bo:ſivig ; 
Nor poorly yield ta idle Tate, and Toaſhing. 


Cite m the Soldiers, the; urtjerve em now; | 
6; uo mad: proud Tyrants ſtoop, ſnouid only rect to 3 


If you haxe Favows, which you mull beſiuw, 7 
9s, 


Minerya | 


£ 


PROLOGUE. 

Minerva guides our General to Fame, 

No Craelties i. War affe his Name, 
Mild in the Camp by no Succeſi made Vain. 
A gentle Goddeſs animates bis Mind; 

Bold for his Friends, to conquer'd Foes as Kind, 
| Deſig'd by Heav'n for Anna's happy Reign, 
Whoſe generous Soul ſreks only to reſtrain 
Unbornded T,ramy and lawleſs Might, 
Revenge Oppreſſion, and reſtore the Ki hr: 

War not her Choice. but neceſſar Fence, 

Truth to promote and humble I: ſlonce, 

Where cer ker Infl.ence flies, it Foy creates, 
And Peace and Sajety brings to diſtant States : 
With ſuch Succeſs her Chief begins his Race, 
That his firſt Battle brightly does eff uce 

Tye tedious Labours of our Modern Mars; 
Out does at once, old Soldiers and the Tars. 

In him no ſauntring in the Field we find, 


No Doubt remains where Victory inclin d. 


His Sword decidſes; no double Praiſe is gw . 
Where neither Side is plea; d, yet both thank Heav'n. 
From War he quickly Kingdoms will releaſe : 

Rape and Rage Joon turn to Foy and Peace, 
And by Deſtruction make De/lyuction ceaſe, 


1 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 
MEN. 


Lord Morelove, | Mr. Powel. 
Lord Foppingron, 5 Cibber. 


Sir Charles Eaſy, Mr. Wilks. 
W 0 M E N. 
Lady Betty Modiſh, Mrs Oldfield. 
TT Lady Eaſy, Mrs. Knight. 
| Lady Graveairs, Mrs. More. 


Mrs. Edging, Waman 
to Lady Eaſy, e Lucas. 


SCENE WINDSOR. 


THE 


Careleſs Husband. 


pe EEE OE TONE. 


ACT IL SCENE I 


Oe EIT 


SCENE, Sir Charles Eaſy's Lodgings. 
Enter Lady Eaſy alone. 
Bs 
As ever Woman's Spirit, by an injurious: 

8 a! Husband, broke ke mine? A vile, li- 
centious Man! muſt be bring home his 
Follies too? Wrong me with my very 
Servant! O! how tedious a Relief is Pa- 
W tience! and yet in my Condition *tis the 
only Remedy : For to reproach him wich my Wrongs 
is taking on my ſelf the Means of a Redreſs, bidding 
Defiance to his Falſhood, and naturally but provokes 
him to undo me. The uneaſy Thought of my con- 
tinual Jealouſy may teize him to a fixt Averſion ; and 
hitherto, rho? he neglects, I cannot think he hates me, — | 
It muſt be ſo, fince | want Power to pleaſe him, he | 
never ſhall upbraid me with an Attempt of making him = 
uneaſy —— My Eyes and Tongue ſhall yet be blind and | 
lifent to my Wrongs; nor would I have him think Lo 
my Virtue cou'd ſuſpect him, *cill by ſome groſs ap=> | 

ES | = | pareat 


— 


I am ſure — A baſe Man 


Eaſy! Ha! Too well I know this hateful Hand 
O my Heart! but I muſt veil my Jealouſy, which uh 
not fi: this Creature ſhould ſuppole I am acquainted with. 


[A..] 
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parent Proof of bis Miſdoing, he forces me to ſee —— 
and to forgive it. RT 

| Enter Edging haſtily. 

Edg. O Madam! 


L. Za. What's the matter? 5 
Edg. I have the ſtrangeſt thing to ſhew your Lady- 


L. Ea. You are reſolv'd to make it without much Ce- 
remony, I fiad? What's the Buſineſs pray? „ 
Eg. The Buſineſs, Madam! I have not Patience to tell 


you, I am out ot Breath at the very Thuupt.cs ont, I 
ſhall not be able to ſpeak this half Hour. „F 


L. Ea. Not to the Purpoſe | believe; but methinks you 


talk impertinen ly with a great deal of Eaſe, 


Eg. Nay, Madam, perhaps not ſo impertinent as your 
Ladyſhip thinks; there's that will ſpeak to the purpoſe, 
[Gives a Letter. 
I. Ea. What's this, an open Letter? Whence comes it? 
Edg, Nay, read it, Madam, you'll ſoon gueis — It 


| theſe are the Tricks of Husbands, keep me a Maid ſtill, 


fay I. . 1 | 
L. Ea. [Looking on the Superſeription} To Sir Charles 


This Direction is to your Maſter, how 
came you-.by nx? Ta as 
 Edg. Why, Madam, as my Maſler was lying down, 


| after he came in from Hunting, he ſeat me into his 


Dreſſing· Room to fetch his Snuff. Box out of his Waſt- _ 
coat-Pocket, and ſo as I was ſearching for the Box. 


| Madam, there I found this wicked Letter from a Miſ. 
 treſs; which I had no ſooner read, but, I declare it, my 


very Blood roſe at him again, methoyght I could have 
torn him and her to pieces, £ „ 
L. Ea. Intolerable ! This odious Thing's jealous of 


bim her ſelf, and wants me to join wich her in a Re= 


venge upon him — Sure I am fallen indeed! But 


_ *rwere to make me lower yet, to let ber think 1 under- 


— Lide. 


\ | | | Eg. 


ber, or no. 
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Ag. Nay, pray, Madam, read it, you'll be out of Pa- 
tience at it. | 


I. Ea. You are bold, Miſtreſs; has my Indulgence or 
your Maſter's good Humour, flatter'd you into the Aſſu- 
rance of rea ing his Letters? A Liberty | never gave my 
| felf—— lere — lay ir where you had it immediately 
ſnou'd he know of your S:ucineſs, twould not be my 
Favc ur cou'd protect you. ! [Exit L. Eaſy, 


Edg. Your Favour! Marry come up! Sure | don't de- 
pend upon your Favour! — —'tis not come to thar, I 


hope Poor Creature — dont you think I am my Ma- 
fter's Miſtreſs tor nothing — you ſhall find, Madam, I 
won't be ſnapt up as | have been— Not but it vexes me 
to think ſhe ſhou'd not be as uneaſy as I? I am ſure be 
isa baſe Man to me, and I could cry my Eyes out that 
ſhe ſhou'd not think bim as ba! to her every ot. If I 
am wrong'd, ſure ſhe may very well expect it, that is 
but his Wife — A conerited Thing — ſhe need not 


de ſo eaſy neither — I im zs handfom 13 ſhe, I hope 
Here's my Maſter — I'll try whether I am to be huff d by 
1 4,00 56. yi abied. . 


Enter Sir Charles Eaſv. 5 


Sir Cha. So! the Day is come again Life but riſes to 
another 8 age, and the fame dull Jaurney is be ore us — 
Ho like Children do we judge of Happineſs! When! 
was ſtinred in my Fortune a lmoſt every thing was 2 Plea- 
ſure to me, becauſe muſt Things then bring out of my 


Reach, 1 had always the Pleaſure of hoping for 'em; now 


Fortune's in my Hand ſhe's as inſipid as in old Acquaint- 


ance— It's mighty filly, Fa th Juſt the ſame thing by my 


Wife too; | am told ſhe's extremely han ſ m- nay, and 


have heard a great many People ſay ſhe is certainly the beſt 


Woman in the World — why I don't know but ſhe 


may, yet I coulu never fi d that her Perſon or good Qua- 


lies gave me any Conceru— In my Eye the Woman has 
no mare Charms than my Mother, e 1 5 


Tag. Hum! — he takes no Notice of me yet—Pl! let 
him ſee, I can take 2s lit le Notice of him, [She walks 
by him gravely, he turns her about and holds her, ſhe ſtruz- 
les] Pray Sir. 1 5 5 FC gen 


Sir 
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Sir Cha A pretty pert Air that — Tu hurwur 
it What's the Matter, Child? Are not you well? 
Kiſs me, Huily, 5 
Eag. No, the Duce fetch me, if Ido. 
Sir Cha. Has any thing put thee out of Humour, 
Love? - | 
_ Edg, No, Sir, *cis not worth my being out of Humour 
at- —tho' if ever you have any thing to ſay to me 
again, Vii be burn'd. -_ 1 N | 
Sir Cha. Some body has bely'd me to thee, 
E dg. No, Sir, tis you have bely'd your ſelf to me— 
did not I ask you when you firſt mate a Fool of me, 
if you would be always conſtant to me, and did not you 
ſay, I might be ſure ycu wou'd? And here infte:d of 
that, you are going on in your old Intrigue with my 
Lady Graveais, | . . I 


Sir Cha, S0— NE 5 

Edg. Beſide, don't you ſuffer my Lady to huff me every 
Day as if I were her Dog, or had no more concern with 
you I declare ] won't bear it, and ſhe ſhan'c thick to 


huff me—for ought 1 know I am as Agrecable as ſhe; 


and tho' ſhe dares not take any Notice of your Baſeneſs 
to her, you ſhan't think to uſe me ſo—and ſo pray take 
your naſty Lerter—I know the Hand well enough — for 
my part I won't ſtay in the Family to be abus'd at this 
rate: I that have refus'd Lords and Dukes for your fake: 
| I'd have you to know, Sir, I have had as many blue and 
green Ribbons after me, for ought 1 know, as would have 
made me a Falbala Apron. RE | 

Sir Cha. My Lady Graveairs! my naſty Letter! and 1 
won't ſtay in the Family !—Death! I'm in a pretty Con- 
dition— What an unlimited Privilege has this Jade got 
from being a Whore? | | 

Edg. I tuppole, Sir, you think to uſe every Body as 
you do your Wife, _ „%%% a 
Sir Cha. My Wife, hah ! Come hither, Mrs. Edging 
hark you, Drab,  [ Serzing her by the Shoulder. 
 : dg. Oh! 5 N | 

Sir Cha. When you ſpeak of my Wiſe, you are to 
ſay your Lady, and you are never to ſpeak of your 
Fo | | Lacy 


behind you. 
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Lady to me in any regard of her being my Wife 
for look you, Child, you are not Her Strumpet but 


Mine, therefore I only give you leave to be ſaucy with 
me in the next place, you are never to ſuppoſe 


there is any fuch Perſon as my Lady Graveairs; and laſtly, 
my pretty one, how came you by this Letter? 


Edg. It's no matter, perhaps. 

Sir Cha. Ay, but if vou ſhou'd not tell me quickly, how 
are you ſure | won't take a great Piece of Fleſh out of 
your Shoulder My Dc ar. [ Shakes her. 

Edg. O lud! O ud! 1 will tel] you, Sir. 

Sir Cha, Quickly then, | 

Edg, Oh! I took it out of * Pocket, Sir. 

Sir Cha. When? 

Edg. Ob! this — when you ſent me for your 


[Again, 


Stnuft-box. 
Sir Cha. And your Ladyſhip's pre — has 
k'd it over, I 8 N 3 
Edg. O lud! dear Sir, don't be angry - indeed 


5 Vl never touch one again. 


Sir Cha. I don't believe you will, and I'll tel you how 
you ſhall be ſure you never will. | 
A. Yes, Sir. 
Sir Cha. By ſtedfaſtly believing. that the next time you 
offer it, you will have your pretty white Neck twilted 


Edz. Yes, Sir. | | ¶Curteſing. 
Sir Cha, And you will be ſure to remember every thing 


I have ſaid to you? 


Edg. Yes, Sir. 

Sir Cha, And now, Child, I was not angry with your 
Perſon, but your. Follies; which fince | had you are a 
little ſenſible of don't be whoily diſcgurag'd 
tor I believe 1 I ſhall have Oecaiion fer you 
again 
Hop. Yes, Sir. 

Sir Cha. In the mean rime let me bear no more of 


your Lady, Child. 


 Edg No, Sir. 
Sir Cha. Hcre ſhe comes, be gone. 
Eg. 
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Edg. Yes, Sir, —oOh! I was never ſo frighten'd in 
my Life. [ Exit, 
Sir Cha. So! good Diſcirline makes good Soldier 
It often puzzles me to think, from wy own Carelefſnels, 


and my Wite's continual good Humour, whether ſhe | 
really knows any thing of the Strength of my racer 


PI! fiir her a little. 


Enter Lady Eaſy. 

My Dear, how do you do? You are EY very early to 
Day, are you going out? 

L. EA Only to Church, my Dear. 

Sir Cha. ls it fo late then ? 

L. Ez. The Bell has juſt rung. 

Sir Cha. Well, Child, how does nd ſor Air agree with 
you? Do you find your ſeli any better yer? or have you 


a Mind to go to London again? 


I. Zs. No, ind ed. my Dear; the Ai:'s ſo very plea- 


ant, chat if it were a plice of leſs Company, I cou'd be 
content to end my Days here. 
Sir Cha. Pr'ychee, in y Dear, what fort of Compiny 


wou d m-| pleaſe you? 
I. E. When Buſineſs would permit it, Yours; anch in 


your bience a fincere Friend, that were truly happy in 


an heneſt Husband, to ſit a cheartul Hour, an talk | in 
mutual Praiſe of our Condition. | 
Sir Cha. Are you then really very happy, my Dear? 
L. Ea. Why ſhould you queſtion it? {Smiling on him. 
Sir Cha, Becauſe | fanſy l am not io good to you a8 1 
l be. 
L. Ea. Pſhaw! 
Sir Cha. Nay, the Duce take me if f don t FR conteſs 
my ſel fo bad, that I have often wonder d how any Wo- 


man of your Senſe, Rank and Perſon, could thick it worth 


her while ro have ſo many uſeleſs good Qualities, 
L. Ea. Fy, my Dear. 
Si Cha. By my Soul, I'm ſerious. 
L. Es, I can't boaſt of my good Qualities, nor if I 
could, co I believe you think em uſeleis, | 
Sir Cha. Ny, I ſubmit o you—Dor't yeu find em ſo? 
Do you p:rccive that | am one Tittle the butter Husband 


ter your being ſo good a Wife? L, Ea, 


d in 

Exit. 

nels, |. 
ſhe 


y to 


2? 
d 


hid? | . 
Sir Cha. Why then, what Good has your Virtue done 


| have nr kep* you to my ſelf? 


I. Ea, Wou'd | could nat ſuppoſe it. 
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L. Ea. Pſhaw! you j ſt with me. 3 

Sir Cha. Upon my Lie I don't- Tell me truly, was. 
you never ſralous of me? | 5 

L Ea. HDi | ever give you any Siga of it? 3 

Sir Cha. Um that's true but do you really 
thi: k I never gave you O-cafton ? „„ | 


L. Ea, That's an odd Queſtion 


but ſuppoſe you 


you, fin:ce al the good Qualities of it cc nut keep me 
to your fel; ? TE NY ES 
I. Fa, VhatNQe-afion have you given me to ſuppoſe I 


| you may be furtmon— } = Jock you. that is not the thing. | 
but Nil] — (Death what 2 Blunder have | made) — 2 


ſtil}, | ſay, Madam, you ſhin't make me believe you 
have rever been jea!-us of me; not that you ever bad 
any real Cauſe, bur I know Women of your Principles 


dave more Pride thin thoſe that have no Principles at 


il; and where there is Pride there muſt be ſome ſealou- 


y — ſo that if yuu wv Jeuous, my Dear, you know you 


L. Ex Why then, upon my Word, my Dear, I don't 
know that ever IW: or ' you that way in my Life. 
Sir Cha, But ſuppct- 1 had given a real Caule to be 


Jealous, how would you do then? 


L Ea, It muſt be a very fubſlantial one that makes me 


Jealous, | | 


Sir Cha. Say it were a ſubſtantial one, ſuppoſe now I 


were well with a Woman of your own Acquaintance, that 


under pre tener of frequent Viſits to you, ſhoul:i only come 
to carry on an Affair with me — Suppoſe now my 
Lady Grveairs and | were preit? | | | 

[ Afede. 


Sir Cha. If I come off here I believe I am pretty 
life, [ Afide.] — —— Suppcle, I fay, my Lady and 1 


were {-» very familiar, that not only your ſelf, but half 
the Town ſhould ee it? FD 


L. za, 
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I. Ea. Then I ſhould cry my ſelf ſick in ſome dark Clo- 
ſet, and forget my Tears when you ſpoke kindly to me. 
Sir Cha. The moſt convenient piece of Virrue ſure that 
ever Wife was Miltreſs of. | Aide. 
L. Ea. But pray, my Dear, did you ever think that I 


had any ill Thoughts of my Lady Graveairs: 


Sir Cha. O Fy ! Child ; only you know ſhe and I us'd 


to be alittle free ſometimes, ſo I had a Mind to ſee if 


you thought there was any harm in it: But ſince 1 find 
you very eaſy, I think my ſelf oblig'd to tell you, that 
upon wy Soul, my Dear, I have ſo little regard to her 
Perſon, that the Duce take me, if I would not as ſoon 
have an Affzir with thy own Woman, 5 N 
L. Ea. Indeed, my Dear, I ſhould as ſoon ſuſpect you 


with one as t'other, 


Sir Cha. Poor Dear — ſhould'ſt thou—give me a Kiſs, 
I. Ea. Pſhaw! you don't care to kiſs me. | 


Sir Cha, By my Soul I I wiſh I may die if 
I don't think you a very fine Women, os 


L. Ea. | cnly wiſh you wou'd think me a gc od Wife. 


Kies ber] But pray, my Dear, what has made you ſo 
itrangely inquilitive? | . N 


Sir Cha. Laguifitive—Why—a—1T don't know, one's 
always ſaying one fooliſh ching or another—Toll le roll. 
Sings and talks. ] My Dear, whit! are we never to hive 
any Ball here? Toll le roll. I faniy I could recoyer my 
Dancing again, if I would bur practiſe. Toll loll Joll! 
L. Ea. This Exceſs of Careleſſneſs to me excuſes half 


is Vices: If I can make him once think ſeriouſly —— 
Time yer may be my Friend, 


b Enter à Servant. 

Serv. Sir, Lord Morelove gives his Service | 

Sir Cha. Lord Mere love! where is he? 5 
Serv. At the Ch colate- Houſe; he call'd me to him as 


I went by, and bid me tell your Honour he'll wait upon 
you preſently, 


L. Ea. I thought you had not expected him here again 
this Seaſon, my Dear? 1 8 

Sir Cha. | thought ſo too, but you ſee there's no de- 
pending upon the Reſolution of a Man that's in Love. 
Og L. Ea. 
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1. Ea. Is there 2 Chair? 
Serv. Yes, Madam. [ Ex. Sevens. 
I. Ea, I ſuppoſe Lady Betty Modi has drawn * 


hither, 


Sir Cha. Ay, poor Soul, for al * Bravery, I am & 


fraid ſo. 


L. Ea. Well, my Dear, I han't time to ask my Land 


| how he does now; you'll excuſe me to him, but I hope 


you'll make him Dine with us. | 
Sir Cha, I'll ask him. If you fee Lady Betty at Prayers | 


make her Dine too, but don't take any notice of my 
Lord's being in Town. 


L. Ea. Very well! if I ſhou'd not meet t her there, I. 


call at her Lodgings. 


Sir Cha. Do ſo. | 

L. Ea. My Dear, Your Servant. "(i L. Eaſy. 

Sir Cha. My Dear, I'm yours. Well! one way or o- 
ther this Woman will certainly bring about her Buſineſs 
with me at lait; for tho' ſhe can't make me happy in her 
own Perſon, ſhe lets me be ſo intolerably eaſy with the 


Women that can, that ſhe has at leaſt brought me into a 
fair way of being as weary of them too. 


Enter Servant and Lord TT... 
Serv. Sir, my Lord's come. | 
L. Mo. Dear Charles ! 
Sir Cha. My dear Lord! this is an „ Heppincts undreamt : 
of ; | lictle thought to have ſeen you at I indſor again this 


- Seaſon ; ; I concluded of courſe, that Books and Solitudo 
bad fecur'd you till Winter. | 


L. Mo. Nay, I did not think of coming my ſelf, but 
I found my fc elf not very well in London, ſo I thought— 
a—little Hunting, and this Air—=  _ 

Sir Cha. Ha! ha! ba! 

L. Mo. What do you laugh = 

Sir Cha, Only becauſe you ſhould not go on wich your 


r It you did but fee how filly a Man tumbles for an 
: Excuſe, when he's a little aſham'd of being in Love, you 
would not wonder what I laugh at, ha! ha! 


L. Me. Thou art a very happy R 


thee — always ealy—Then you concade I follow Lady 
| Der * Sir 


5 wou'd touch her. 


what I fay to you 
_ Particulars ot. your late Quarrel with her. 


Com moner when a Lord's in Company 
_ ways ſee him with a Canedangling at his Bu ton, his 
| Breaſt open, no Gloves, one Eye tuck'd under his Hat, 


and a Tooth-pick 
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Sir Cha. Yes, Faith do I: and to make vou eaſy, my 
Lord, I cannot fee why a Min thit can ride fifty Miles 


| after a poor Stag, ſhould be aſham'd of runni-g t-venty in 
. Chaſe of a fine Woman, that in all probability, will make 


him ſo much the herrer ſport too. [ Embracing, 
L. Mo. Dear Charles don't flatter my Diſtemp-r, I own 
I ftill follow her: D) you think her Charms have power 
to excuſe me to the World? | 
Sir CHa. Ay! ay! 2 fine Woman's an Excuſe for any 
thing; and the Scandal ot her being in Jeſt, is a Jeſt it 
ſelf; we are all forced to be their FRO before we can 
be ed ir Favourites. | 
L. Mo. You we willing to give me hope, but! can't be- 
lie ve ſn h-s the lesſt degree of Inclination for me. 
Sir Cha. I don't know that—l'm ſite her Pride likes 
you, and hat's generally your fine Lady's darling Paſſion, 
L. Mo. Do you luppoſe it I could ou indiſterent, it 


Sir Cha. Sting her to the Heart= —Wil you take 


. my Advice? 


LI bas ther: Ha 3 nou -. 


and then to talk an Hour, my Life were inſupportable. 


Sir Cha. I am lorry for that, my Lord — but mine 
But hold, firſt let me know the 


L. Mo. Why about three Weeks ago, when 1 


1 laſt here ar Hiudſor, ſhe had for ſome Days treated 


me with a little more Reſerve, and another Vw: ich more 


Freedom than I found my ſelf ealy at. 


Sir Cha. Who was that other? 

L. Mo. One of my Lord Foppington's Gang, the pert 
Coxcomb that's juſt come ta a fimall Eſtate, and a great 
Periwig he that. Sings himſelf among the Wo-. 


men-—— What d'ye call his; —— He won't ſpeak to 2 
You al- 


Startup, that's his Name. 
Sir Cha, O I have met him in a Viſit but pray 


go on. | | 
| „ 


Heart by that time yeu got to Hounſſo 
IL. M. I am almoſt aſham'd to tell you—l found her 
fo much in the right, that I curs'd my Pride for contra- 
_ difting her at all, and began to think, according to her 
Maxim, that no Woman could be 1 in rhe wrong to a Man 
that ſhe bad in her Power. 


you ſhall dine with her. 
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I. Mo. So, diſputing with her about the Conduct of 
Women, I took the Liberty to tell her how far I thought 
ſhe err'd in her's; ſhe told me I was rude, and that ſhe 


would never believe any Man could love a Woman, that 


thought her in the wrong in any thing ſhe had a Mind 


| to, xc feaſt if be dard to tell her ſo— This provok'd me 


into her whole Character, with as much Spite and Civil 
Malice, as I have feen her beſtow upon a Woman of true 
Beauty, when the Men firſt toaſted her; fo in the middle 
of my Wiſdom, ſhe told me, ſhe deſit'd to be alone, 


| that | would take my odicus proud Heart along with me 
and trouble her no more I 


—bow'd very 
low, and as I left the Room, vow'd 1 never wou'd, and 
that my proud Heart ſhould never be humbled by the 


O.utſide of a fine Woman ———— About an Hour after, 


I whip'd into my Chaiſe for London, and have never {cen 


her ſince. 


Sir Cha. Very well, and how did you find your proud 


w 2? 


Sir Cha, Ha! ha! well, I'll tell you what you ſhall do. 
You can fee her without 5 I hope? 
I. Ms. Not if ſhe receives me well. 

Si Cha. If ſhe receives you well, you will have no 
occaſion tor what I am going to lay to you . 


L. Mo. How! where! when! 

Sir Cha. Here! here! at two a Clock. 

L. Mo. Dear Charles! 

Sir Cha. My Wite's gone to invite her; when you ſee 


beer firſt, be neither too humble nor too ſtubbora; let her 
ſee by the Eaſe in your Behaviour, you are (till pleas'd in 


being near her, while ſhe is upon reaſonable Terms with 


you. This wil either open the Door of an Eclarciſement 


or quite ſhut it againſt —— it ſhe is [till re- 
dau d to keep you out 
L. A 


ought to . 31 — you he knows not how to value 
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L. Mo. Nay, if ſhe inſults me then, perhaps I may 


recover Pride enough to rally her by an over-acted Sub. | 
miſſion. | 


Sir Cha, Why, you improve, my Lord, this is the very 


thing I was going to propoſe to you. 


L Mo, Was it, Faith! Hark you, dare you ſtand by me? 
Sir Cha, Dare I! ay, to my laſt drop of Aſſurance, 
ainſt all the inſolent Airs of the proudeſt Beauty in 
0 Chen, 


4 


I. Mo. Nay, then Defiance to her—We two Thou l 
haſt inſpir d me, 1 find my ſelf as valiant as a flatter d 
Coward. 


Sir Cha, Courage, my Lord—Tll warrant we beat her. | 


L. Mo. * Blood ſtirs at che very thought on't; I long 
to be engag d. 


Sir Cha, She'll certainly give Ground, when ſhe once | 
ſees you are thoroughly provok'd. <0 


L. Mo. Dear Charles, thou art a Mind indeed. 
Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Sir, my Lord Foppingion gives his Service, and if | 
your Honour's at leiſure, he'll wait on you 25 ſoon 1 ' 
bes dreſs d. 


L. Mo. Lord Foppingron! is he i in Town? 


Sir Cha. Ves 
Give my Service to his Lordſhip, and tell him, I ſhall be 


L. Mo. What Uſe can we make of bim? 


| 


- 


I heard laſt Night he was come. 


glad he'll do me the Honour of his Company here at Din- 
ner. [Exit Serv. ] We may have Occation for him in our 
Deſign upon Lady Betty. 3 


Sir Cha. We'll ſee when he comes; at leaſt there's no 


| Fl Mo. Pſhaw ! FF EE 


Sir Cha. Nay, don't deſpiſe him 1 able to 5 
give you Advice; for tho' he's in Love with the lame 


Danger in him; not but 1 ſuppoſe you know he's your 3 
Rival. 1 


Woman, yet to him ſhe has not Charms enough to —_—_ 


a Minute's Pain, 
L. Mo. Pr'ythee, what Senſe has he of Love? 
Sir Cha. Faith very near as much as a Man of Senſe 


a Woman | 


| 
| 
| 


may 


for moit Lo 


| now begin to Javgh With him, noc At 1 


. two—ticre, Folens, get Cards. Allons. 


IL. Bet. 


i ceiv'd my new Scart trom Londo 
| tically come to pive me your O 


| rent Judge, you Know: n is it Wich Sleeves? 
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a Woman rtiuly deſerving, but he yas a pretty zuſt Eſteem 
8 4» at 1 „en. 
L. Ale. That be too, 1 grant you — kor e fe! om 
vilits any ot extreorihary Neput: aii. b 
Sir CH. Nave a che, I have ive him at Lady Betty 
Modi 
I.. Mo. To be lau ld at. | | 
Sir CHa. Don't be too confi font of har „the Wornen 
14! . 2 


really ſometimes rallies his own Homo win ie auen 


Faſe 2.d Pleaſantry, that a great many Women been wy 
think he has no Follies at l, and tolle he h 3 2 
been as much owing to bis Tout!:, and a great Sa 25 
want of natural Wit: *Tis true, he's often a u. o dis 


Pleatures, but he has al days been witely win nou! to 
keep himiclt trom being too much ihe Ladies dumble 


Servant in Love. 


L. Mo. There indeed I al noſt envy him. 
Sir Cha. The FCaſineſf oi his Opinion upon the Sex, 


| will go nrar to pic que you We muſt have him. 
I. Mo. As you pieaic 
our ſelves til Dinner? 


but what hall we d) wich 


Sir G4. What think you of a Party at Picquet? | 
L. Alo. O! you are tuo hard for me. 


Sir Cha. Fy! fy! what, when you pliy wi:h his Grace? ” 


L. Av. Upon my Soul, he gives me three Points. 
Sir Cha. Does he? why then you ſhall give me but 


Exeunt. 


n 


"LET 1 SCENE I. 


| The SCENE, Lay Betty Modiſh's Lodgings — 


Euter Lady Betiy, and Lad/ Zaly, meeting. 


H! wy Dear! I am overjoy'd to fee you! 1 
am itrangely happy to-day ; I have juſt re- 
and you: are molt cri- 

ion of it. 

L. Ea. O! your Servant, Macam, | am a very indiffe- 


L. Bid 
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L. Bet. O! is impoſſible to tell you whar it is!—'Tis 
all Ex ravaga c both in Mode and Fency, ny Der, I be- 


| hi: ve there's Six Thouſand Yards of Edging in i — Then 
ſoch an inchanting Sloop from the Elbow) ſome hing 
o New, fo Lively, ſo N. ple, fo Coquet and Charming 


bur you ſhall ſee it, my Dear 


L. Ea. Tnceed I won't, my Dew; I wm refulv'd to 


wortify you for being ſo wrongly tond of a T eilte. 
L. Bet. Ny now, wy Dear, you are ill- natur“ 


L. Ta. M hy truly, I'm half angry to fee a Woman of 


your Senſe, ſo warmly concern'd in the Cate of her Out- 

ſide; tor when we have taken our beſt Pains about it, "tis 

the Beaury ot the Mind alone that gives us laſting Value. 
L. Bet. Ah! my Dear, my Dear! you have been 2 


married Women to a five purpoſe indeed, that krow fo. 
little of the Taſte of Maikind: Take my Word, a new 
F. ſnion, upon a fine Woman, is oi! en a * Proof "" BY 


her Velue, than you are aware of. 
IL. Ea. That J can't n for you ſee among 


the Men, nothing's more ridiculous than a new Faſhion. | 
Thole of the brit Scnie are always the laſt that come into 


'em. 


L. Bet. That i Is, 1 the only Merit of a Yan is 


is Senſe; | ut doubtleſs the greateſt Value of a W. oman 
is her Beauty ; an homely Woman at the Head ot a Fa- 


ſhion, wou uo: be allowed in it by the Men, and con- 
tequently not tolow'd by the Women: S» thit to be 


duce: tu in „e' Fancy, 15 an evident Sign of one's being 


ad mird. and l always take Ad mi: a ion tor the belt Proof 
of Beauty, and Beauty certainly is the Suu ce ot Power, 


as Power in all Creatures is be height ot Happineſs. 

L. Ea. Ar this rate you would rather be thought Beau- 
tiful than Good. | 

L. Bet. As | had rather Commend thas Otey : The 


wiſcit kuinely Woman can't make a Mi of Scuſe of 2 


Fool, bur the verieſt Fool of a Beauty ful make an Aſs 


cf a State man; ſo hat in ſhore, I coir fec a Women of 
Spirit has any bulinets in this World bat to dels 


aud weke the Men like her. 


L. Ea Do y u luppoſe this is a bia ple the Men of ; 
 $owie will adiaire you for? L. 3 e. 


togethe: 
pr i), hes 509 6 Und yi u C. u' . not ike him at tirik, 1 
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L. Bet. Id ſop poſe that when I ſuler any Man to 
like my Perton, h: ſhan't dare to find Fault wich iy 
Principle. 

1. Ex, But Men of Senſe are not fo et li'y humbicd. 

L. Bet. The ei ft of any; one has Ten thaving 


tives the Trouble with a Coxcoms 


I.. Ea. Nay, that may be; for J have ſeen you throw 
away more good Humour in hopes of a Tendreſſe trom 


my Lord Foppmgton, who loves zal Women alice, than 
would have made wy Lord Janne perfectly happy, who 
loves only you. 


L. Ber. The Men of Senſe, wy Dear, make the beſt 


Fools in the World; their Sincerity and good Breeding 


throws em ſo entirely into one's Power, and gives one 
ſuch an agreeable Thictt of utng em ill, to ine tht. 
Power "tis impaſibble not to quench it. 

L. Ea. But methinks, my Lord Aierelove's er to 


. you might move ally Wom an to 4 Kinder Senſe ot nis 
Merit. 


I.. Ber. Ay! has word it not be hard, my „Den for 2. 


po r weak Woman to have a Man of his Quality and Re- 


putation in her Power, and not let rhe Worli fre him 


there? W u'd any Creature tit New-drefs%! all Day in her 
_ Cloſet? Cou'd you bear ro have a iweet fan 5 Suit, and 


never ſhev2 it at the Play, or the Drawing Kom; 
L. Ea. But one wou'd not ride in't, methinks, or harals 


it out when there's no « ccaſion. 


L. Bet, Vooh ! my Lord 1Merelove's à Meer Indian Da- 
mask, cne can't wear him out; o 1::y Conici:nce | mult 


. : as him ro my Woman at teſt, | bepr. to be known ty 
hin: Had nor | beit leave him cf. my Dea: ? tor (por 


Soul I betieve | hive a lutle fette him of late. | 

L. Ea, Now tis to me amezing. how a Man of his 
Spirit can bear to be us bke a of tor tour or five Years 
but nothing” 5s A A onder in Love; yet 


Why din you ever Encuura de Wien ? | 
L. Bet, Wh, „ W what Wou'd 504 have One ts ? for my 


part, I cou'd ro more cho ſe a Man by r: y Eye, than 4 


Shor; one mutt da.] (m on a lit l. (0 fe it they a 
right to Gac's Fot. B 2 4 Am 
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L. Ea. Bot l'd no more fool on with a Man I cou'd 
not like, than I'd wear a Shoe that pinch'! me. 

L. Fet. Ay, but then a poor Wretch telis one, hell 
widen 'em, or do any thing, and is ſo civil and filly, that 
one does not know how to turn ſuch a Trifle, as a pair 
of Shoes or an Heart, upon a Feliow's Hands again. 


L. Ea. Weil! I conteſs you are very happily diſtin⸗ 


guiſb'd among moſt Women of Fortune, to have a Man 
of my Lord Morelove's Senſe and Quality fo long and ho- 
nourably in Love with you: For now-a- days one hardly 
ever hears of ſuch a thir g 28 a Man of Quality in Love 
with the Woman he wou' marry: To be in Love now, 
is only having a Deiign upon a omann, a modiſh way of 


declaring War againti her Virtue, wich they generally 


attack firit, by toaſting up her Vanity. 

I.. Bet. Ay, but the World knows chat | is not the Caſe 
between my Lord and me. 

L. Ea. Therefore I think you happy. 


L. Bet. Now I don't fee it, I'll ſwear * m better plens'd | 
to know there are a great many tooliſh Fellows cf Qua- 5 


: lity, that take Occaſion to toaſt me frequently. 
I. Ea. I vow I ſhou'd not thank any Gentleman for 


toaſting me, and I have often wonder'd how a Woman 
of your Spirit cou'd bear a great many other Freedoms I 


| have ſeen ſu me Men take with you. 
L. Bet. As how, my Dear? come pr'ythee be free with 


me, for you muſ know, | love dearly to hear my Faults— 


Who is't — have obſer v'd to be too fice with me? 
L. Ea. Why there's my Lord Foptington; cou'd any 


Woma bur you bear to ſee him with a reſpectful Fleer 


ſtare full 1 in her Pace, dr w up his Breath and N 
 Gad, you're hand lome? 

I. Ber, My D-ar, fine Fruit will have Flies about it, 
but, poor things, they du it no harm: For if you obſerve, 


Pcop Fa are ger, ral. 'y molt apt to chooſe that that the Flies 


have been buſy with, ha! ha! 
I. Ea. Tlou art a ſtrange giddy Creature. 


I.. Ber, That may be trom 10 much Circulation of 


Thought, my Dcar, 


L. Es, 


2 


| 2 hy £5 2 2 


c 


0 
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or put one's Hair out of order ? 
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I. Ea. Rut my Lord Foppington's married, and one 
wou'd not fool with him for his Lady's ſake; it may make 
her uneaſy, and | 

L. Bet. Poor Creature, her Pride indeed makes her carry 
it off without taking any notice of it to me; tho know 
ſhe hates me in her Fleart, and I can't endure malicious 


People, fo I us'd to dine with her once a Week, purely to 


oive her Niſorder ; if you had but ſeen when my Lord 
and | fool'd 2 little, the Cr: ature look'd fo uply. 
L. Ea. But I ſhou'd not think my heparin ſafe; my 


Lord Foppington's a Man that talks often of his Amours, 


but ſeldom ſpeaks of Favours that are r-ius'd him. 

L. Bet. Pſhaw! will any thing a Man fiys mike a Wo- 
man leis agreeab! e? Will his talking ſpoil one's Complexion, 
-——and tor Repu- 
tation, look you, my Dear, take i- for a Rule, that as a- 


mongſt the lower Rank of People, no Woman wants 
Beauty that has Fortune; tv 23m pit People of Fortune, 
no Woman waits Viitue that has beauty: But an Eſtate 
and Beauty join'd, are of an un! mired, ny. a Power 


Pontifical, mike one not only Abtalute, but Iufallidle— 
A fine Woman's never in the Wrong, or it we were, bis 


not the Strength of a poor Creatures Reaſon that can 


unfetter him ——£J-—O ! how I De to hear a Wretch 


curſe himſelf for loving on, or no and then coming our. 


ith a ——— 
« Yet for the Plague of human Race, 
« This Devil has aa Angel's Face. 5 
L. Ea. At this rate, 1 don't ſee you allow Reputation ' 
to be at all Eſſential to a fine Woman. 
L. Ber. Juſt as much as Honour to a great Man: Pow- 


er al ways is above Scandal: Don't you hear People ſay, 


the King of France owes molt of his Conqueſts to break- 
ing his Word? aud wou'd not the Confederates have a 
fine time on't, it they were only to go to War with Re- 
proaches? Ind-ed, my Dear, that Jewel Reputation is a 
very fanſyiul Buſineſs; one ſhall not fee an homely Crea- 
ture in Town, but wears it in her Mouth as monſtrouſly 
as the Indians do Bobs at their Lips, and It really becomes 


| them Jult anke. 


B 3 * Es, | 
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L. Ea. Have 3 care, my Dear, of truſting too far to 
Power alone : Fur vothing is more ridiculous than tne 


Fall of Pride; and Woman's Pride at belt may be fſul- 


pected to be more a Diſtruſt, than a real Contempt of 


Mankind: For when we have ſaid all we cin, a deſerving 
Hu: band is certainly our beſt Happineſs; and [ don't que- | 
tion but my Lord Moreloxe's Merit, in a little time, will 


make you think ſo too; for whatever Airs you give your 
ſeif to the World, I'm ſure your Heart don't want good 


Nature. . 5 | 
I.. Bet, You are miſt:ken, I am very ill-natur'd, tho 


your good Humour won't let you lee it. 


I. Ea. Then to give me a Proof on't, let me ſce yu 
refuſe to go immediately and dine with me, after I have 
promis'd Sir Charles to bring you, 5 | 


L. Bet. Pray don't ask me. 
. : 


L. Ber. Becauſe, to let you ſee I hate good Nature, Ill. 
£2 without asking, that you mayn't have the Malice to 
135 Idi yru a Favour. V | 


„ E. Thou art a mad Creature. [Ex, Arm in Arm. 


The SCENE changes to Sir Charles's Lodgings, 


Lord Morelove and Sir Charles at Picguet. 


Sir Cha. Come, my Lord, one ſingle Game for the 


Tout, and ſo have done, | i | 
L. Mo. No, hang'em, I have enough of 'em; il! Cards 
are the dulleſt Company in the World—How much is it? 
Sir Cha, Three Parties. 1 | 
IL. Mo, Fifteen Pound very well. 


[ While L. Mo, counts out his Money, a Servant gives Sir 


Charles a Letter, which he reads to himſelf. 


Sir Cha. [to the Servant.] Give my Service, ſay I have 
Company cines with me, if I have time I'll call here in 
the Afternoon— ha! ha! ha! [ Ex. Serv. 


IL. Mo. What's the Matter— — there- 


Sir Cha. The old Aﬀair— my Lady Graveairs, 
L, Mo, O! pr'ythee how does that go on? 


[Paying the Money, 


Sir 


1 ac rey — he 


— 4 


a — 


uy. 
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Sir Cha. As agreeably as a Chance Suit: For now it's 
come to the intolerable Plague of my not being able o 
get rid ot; as you may let [Civ ing the Letter. 

L. 2 Reads. ! Your Behaviour ſince | came io 

* [I'd/or, has convinc > me of your Villany with 
out my be.ty ſarpr z,, or angry at it: Idetire y u 
« wou'd let me f:e you at my Lodgings immed:- 
« ately, wire I mall have a better © pporrunity t 

coneince vou, that I never can, or d 11! ivelv vail 
« be as I have deen, | © Yours, c. 


A very whimlical Lerter! — Faich, I think ſhe has bard 


luck with you; if 3 M1 were oblig' to have a Miſtrels, 
her Perien and Congtirion fee to be cur out for the 
Eaſe of a L ver: For x Lark E, hindlom. will, w-il- 
Jot: (tured Wi vs = But s your Quireet+ 3 | 
Sir Cha. Now ing—- the fs e the Covieis happens to be 
firſt on ny fie, aid ber Boftnels with mein » or, 1 p- 
poſe, is to ch, vince n, how feartily ſne's vex'd, that ſhe 
was not bctorehard with me. 
L. Mo. Her Pride: an! yup r Indiffcrence muſt Scion a 
plealaut 82245 fare; what di you ia'end to 40 5 
Sir CHa. Treat ber, with a col tam har Air, till 1 
pe. her to ferlud ins hier dizht, and then take her at 


ber Wore, | 
| es 40. "ery ga lin 2 (| c. MU being. TE: 42. Xt A 5. FM. 
Serv. Sir, my Lord Foppingten —— "I Hates; 


Sir Cha. O-— now, my Lord, it you hive a mind to 
be let into the Myſtery of making Love without Pain, 
here's one that's a Mater of the Art, and ſhall declaim to 
you 


Euter Lord . 

My dear Lord Foppingtonn 5 

L. Fop. My Dear Agrecable! Que Fe t emò ra my Pardi! 
It y a Cent Anus que Fe ne Tay ven — my Lord, I am your 
Lerdſhip's moſt obe dient humble Servant. | 

Le Mo. My Lord, I kiſs your Hands -[ hope we 
ſhall have you he:e lome Time; you ſeem to have hid 
in a Stock of Heaith to be in at the Divecr.tons of the 
- Y ou look extremeiy well. 


B 4 5 F L. Fop, 
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L.. op. To ſee one's Friends look ſo, my Lord, may | 


eaſily give a Verzeile to one's Complexion. 

Sir Cha. Lovers in hope, my Lore, always have a vi- 
ſible Brillant in their Eyes and Acr. 

L. F'p. Whit doſt thou mean. Charles? 

Sir Cha. Come, come, confeſs what really brought you 
to ¶ indſor, now you have no Bulinels there? 
I. Fop. Why two Hours, and bx of the beſt Nags in 
_ Chriſte: dom, or the Dei] drive me, 
„ I e. Lou make haſte, my Lord, 
I. Fop. ty Lord, I always fly when I purſue— But 
whey are well kept indeza— 1 love to hive Creatures go 


251 bid em; you have ſcen em, Charles, bus fo has Al | 


the Word Fopting gton's Long-tails are known in N 
a Rod ei in Enzlan:, Fu 


Sir Cha. \v <1}, my Lord, but how came they t to bring | 


vou this Nord? You don't ule to take theſe irregular 


Jav: its wit haut ſore Deſign in your Head of having more 5 


than Nothing to do. 


Lp Pur! Pex ! pr "thee Charles, thou Know 


I an a Veilovy ſcans Conſeq: a42pce,, be wheze I vill. 
Sir Cha, Nay, nay, this is too much among Friends, 
my Lord; come, come, - we meg have it, ycur real Bu- 
fine's here? 

L. Fop. Why then, Entre Nous, there is 1 certain Fills 
de Foye about the Court here that loves Winning at Cards 
better than all the fine things I have been able to hy to 
ber,. — ſo I dare brought an odd Thouſand Bill in my 
Pocket tht I geſign Iete a Lee, to play of with her at 
e or ſo; end now the Buſineſs is out. 

Sir Cha. Ah! ar a very good Buſineſe too, my bank 

& © Fop. - lf it be well QC Ne, Charles 

Sir Cha. That's as vou m. nage your Cards, my SON 
I.. Mo, | his muſt te a Woman of Conſequence by th 

Values „ou fer upon her Vayours. 

Su Ls, Oo: a9tning's above the Price of a fine Woman, 

L. Fp. Nay. lo k you, Gentlemen, the Price may not 

appe:: ©G be arogecher fo high neither- ror 1 ta: y 
I know e. ouch of the Gaine, to make i but an even 
Zcit I get her tor nothing, : | 


wm KH 


ta 
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L. Mo. How ſo, mv Lord? | 
L. Fop. Becauſe, if ſhe happen to loſe 2 good Sum to 
me, I ſhall buy her with her own Monev. 

IL. Mo. That's new, I confeſs. 

L. Fop. You know, Charles, tis not impoſſible but I 
may be five hunired Pounds deep with her, -— tien Bills 
may fal ſhorr, and the Devils in't if I win: Aſſurance to 
ask her to pay me ſome way or other. 

Sic Cha, And a Man mult be a Churl ind ed, that won't 
take a Lady's Perſonal Security; hah! hah! hib! 

L. Fop Heh! hch! heh! thou art a D-vil, Charles. 

L. ao, Death! how happy is this Cox omb? (te. 

L. Fop. But to tell you the Truth, Gentlemen, — 


I had another preſſing Tem ruen that brought me hither, 
which was — my Wife. 


L. Mo. That's kind indeed, my: Lady has been 1550 chis = 
Month, ſh-'i] be glad to ſee you. 5 
L. Fop. That I don't know; for Ideſign this Aft ernoon 


to {end her to London. 
I. Mo. What! the ſame Day you come, my Lord? chat 
would be Cruel. 


L. Fop. Ay, but it will be miahty convenient, for he 
is poſitively of no manner of Vie in my Amours. 

L. Mo, That's your Fault, the Town thinks her a very 
_—_— Woman. 

L. Fop, If ſhe were a Woman of the Town, perh aps 1 
ſhou'd think fo too; but ſhe happens io be my Wife, and 
when a Wite is once given to deſerve more than hec 
Husband's laclinations can pay, in my Miad ſhe las no 


Merit at all. 


L. Mo. She's extrem: iy well-bred, and of a very pru- 
dent Conduct. 

L. Fop. U:n—ay - the Woman's proud enough. | 
, L. M. Add to this, all the World allows her hand- 
on. 

L. Fop. The World's 3 civil, my Lord; and [ 
ſhould take it as a Favour done to me, if they colt int 


nan Expedient to unmarry the poor Woman from the o: iy 
Min in the World that can't thiak her hangfom, | 
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L. Ae. I believe there are 1 great meny in the World 
tbat are ſorry tis not in their Power to unmarry her, 


L Fop I am a great many in the W. ris very humble 


Servant, and whenever they find 'tis in their Power, their 
High end Mipt ty Wiſ:oms may command me at a quar- 
ter of an Reut's Warning. 

L Aio. Play, my Lord, what did you marry for? 


I.. Fp. To pay my Debts at * end Cilinl.erit my | 


younger Brother, 
L. Mo. But there are ſome Thing s d que to a Wife. 


I. Fop. And there are ſome Deits | don't caie to pay 


— to both which I plead Husband, and my Lord. 
IL. Ae. If I ſhould do fo, I ſheu'd expect to have my 


own Coach ſtopt in the Street, and to meet my Wife 


with the Windows up in a Backney. 


L. Fop. Then wou'd 1 put in Bail, and arder a ſeparate 


Maintenance, 


L. Ao. So pay double the Sum of the Debt, and be | 


marry 'd for nothing. 

Wo op. Now I think deferring a Dun, and getting rid 
| of one's Wite, are two the moſt agreeable Sweets in the 
Liberties of an Engliſh Subject. 


L. Mo. If 1 were warry'd, I wou'd as ſoon part from 


| my Eſtate, as my Wife. | 
I. Fop. Now | weu'd not, Sun-burn me if J wou'd. 
L. Mo. Death! Bur fince you are thus indifferent, my 
Lord, why would you needs marry a Woman of fo much 
Merit? Cou'd not you have laid out your Spleen upon 
ſome ill- natur'd Shrew, that wanted the Plague of an ill 
3 2nd have let her alone to ſome plain, honeſt 
Maa of Quality that wou'd have deſerv'd her. | 
L. Fop. Why faith, my Lord, thir might have been 
conader'd ; but I really grew ſo pathona' eh fond of her 
Fortune, that, Curſe cach me, 1 was q-itc blind to the 
reſt of her goo! Qualities: For to tell you the Truth, if 
it had been peſſihle the old Put of a Peer cou'd have toſ.'d 
me in other five Thouſand for em, by my Conſent, ſhe 
ſhau'd have relinguifl'd her Merit aud Virtues to any of 
ber younger Sitters, | | 


r 
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Sir Cha, Ay, ay, my Lord, Virtues in a Wiſe are god 
for nothing but to make ber proud, and put the Word. 


in mind of her Husband's Fa: les. 


L. Fop. Right, Charles: And ſtrike me Blind, but the 


Women of Virtue are now grown ſuch Idiots in Love, 


they expect of a Man, jult as they do of a Coach- Ulorle, 
that one's Appetite, like tother's Fleſh, ſhou'd in creaſe 
by Feeding. 

Sir Cha. Right, my Lond, and don't conf der that 
Tout jours Chapens Bouilles will never do With an Eg 


Stomach. 


L. Fop. Ha! ha! ha! To tell you the Truth, Charles, 


I hive known ſo much of that fort of Eating. that ! 
now think, for an hearty Meal, no Wild Fowl in Europe 
+ M s comparable to a Joint of Banſtead Nuttou. 


L. Mo. How do you mean? 
L. Fop. Why, that for my Part, I hd rather have a 


Wn Slice of my Wife's Woman, than my Guts oy of 
Ger an O17olan Dutcheſs in Chriſtendom. 


L. Mo But I thought, my Lord, your chief Buſineſs 


now at II had been your Deſign upon a Woman of 


| Quality. 


L. Fop. That's true, my Lord, tho' I don't think your 
fine Lady the beſt Diſh my felt, yet a Man or Quality 
can't be without ſuch Things at his Table. 

L. Mo. O! then you ny deſire the Reputation of m 
Affair with her. 

I. Fep. I think the Reputation is the moſt iaviting 


Part of an Amour with moſt Women ot — 


L. Mo. Why to, my Lord? | 
L. Fp. Why who the Devil would run through all the 
Degrees of Form and Ceremony, tlut lead one up to the 


laſt Favour, it it were not for the Reputation of undcr- 
ſtanding the neareſt Way to get over the Difficul:y, 


L. Mo. But, my Lord, does not the Reputat on of your 
being ſo general an Undertaker fr: ighten the Women trom 
engaying with you ? For they y fay, no Man can love but 
One at a time. | 

L. Fop. That's juſt one more than ever came up to: 
Fer, 88 n Eccath, it ever 11 lov'd ont in my Life. 

L. Ao. 
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L. A's, How do you pet 'em then? | 

L. Fop. Why ſometimes as they get other People; I 
Erete, and let them per me; Or, if that won't do, as I 
get ny Title, I buy ein. | 


1. Ao. Burt how can you, that profeſs Indifference, 


thi: k it worth your while to come ſo often up to the 


Price of a Wemen of Quality: 


L. Fop. B cauſe you muſt know, my Lord, that moſt 
of them begin now io come down to Re ſon; | mean 
thoſe that are to be had, for ſome die Focls: But with 
the wiler fort, 'tis not of late ſo very expenſive; now and 


tben a Partie ©warrie, a Jaunt or two in a Hack to an 


Indian Houſe, a little China, an Odd Thing for 2 Gown, 


or fo, and in Three Days after you meet her at the Con- 
veniency of trying it Chez Madamoiſelle D'Epingle, 
Sir Ca. Ay, ay, my Lord, and when you are there, 
you know, what between a little Chat, a Diſh of Tea, 


Madamoiſelle's good Humour, and a Petit Chanſon, or two, 
the Devil's in't if a Man can't fool away the Time, till he 
ſees how it looks upon her by Candle-liaht. 

L. Fop. Hch! heh! well ſaid, Charles, I'gad I fanſy 
thee and I have unlac'd many a Reputation there 


Tour great Lady is as ſoon undreſt as her Woman, 


L. Mo. I could never find it ſo the Shame or 


Scancal of a Repulſe, always made me alraid of attempt- 


ing a Woman of Condition. _ 
Sir Cha. Ha! ha! Igad, my Lord, you deſerve to be 
ill us'd, your Moceſty's enough to ſpoil any Woman in 


the World; but my Lord and I underſtand the Sex a little 


better, we ſee plainly that Women are only Cold, as ſome 
Men are Brave, from the Modeſty or Fear of thoſe that 


attack 'em. 


I. Fop. Right Charles a Man ſhould ro more give up 


his Heart to 2 Woman, than his Sword to a Bully ; they 


are both as i ſolent as the Devil after it. 
Sir Cha. How do you like that, my Lord? 
os So) Ille to L. Mo. 
L. Mo, F. ith I envy him But, my Loid, ſuppoſe your 
Inclination ſhould ſtumble upon a Womas truly virtuous, 


would not a ſevere Repulie from ſuch an one put you 
(crap gely out of Countenance ? F 


eee 


bear it. 
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L. Fop. Not at all, my Lord- for if a Man don't 
mind a Box © the Eir in a fair Struggle with a freſn 
Country Gul, why the Duce ſhould he be concern'd at 
an impertinent Frown for an Attack upon a Women of 
Quality ? 
L. Mo. Then you have no Notion of a Ladʒ's Crue'ty ? 
IL. Fop, Ha! ha! let me Blood, if I think there's a 


ere Jeſt in Nature. Iam ready to crack my Guts with 


ughing to ſee a ſenſeleſs Flirt, becauſe the Creature hap- 
pens to have a little Price that ſhe calls Virtue about her, 
give her ſelf all the infolent Airs of Reſentment and Di 
dain to an honeſt Fellow, that all the while does not care 
three Pinches of Snuff it ſhe and her Virtue were to run 


with their laſt Favours through the firſt Regiment of 


Guard; ——— Ha! ha! it puts me in mind of 
an Affair of mine, ſo impertinent | 
I. Mo. O! that's impoſſible, my Lore 


pray. lec's 8 


L. Fop. Why! bappen d once to by very well in a cer 
tain Man of Quality's Family, and his Wite lik'd me. 

L. Mo. How do you know ſhe lik'd you? | — 

L. Fop, Why from the very l loment i tol her 1 lik'd 


ber; ſhe never durſt truſt her ſelf at the end of a Room 


with nn 
L. Mo. That might be her not liking you. 
L. Fop. My Lord Women of Quality don't 


| uſe to {peak the thing eco ka to ſatisfy youT 
did not want Encouragemen”, I never came there in my 


Life, but ſhe did immediately ſmile, and borrow my 


Snuff. Box. 


L. Mo. She lik'd your Snuff at leaſt—— Well, but how 
did ſhe uſe you? | 

L. Fop. By all that's Infamous ſhe Jilted me, 

L. Mo. How! jilt you? 

I. Fop. Ay, Death's Curſe, fhe Jilted me. 

L. Mo, Pray let's hear. | 

L. Fop. For when | was pretty well convinc'd ſhe had 


a mind to me, I one Day made her a tint ot an Ap- 


pointment: upon which, with an inſolent Frown in her 
Face (that made her look as ugly as the Devil) ſhe toll 
me; 
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me, that if ever 1 came thither again, her Lord ſhould 


know that ſhe had forbidden me the Houle before; —— 
Did you ever hear of ſuch a Slut? 
Sir Cha. Lot lerable! 
L. Mo. But how did her Anſwer agree with you? 
L. Fop. O, paſſionately well! for I ftar'd juil in ker 


Face, and burſt out a laughing; at which ſhe turi'd upon 


her Heel, and gave a crack with her Fan like a Coach- 
| whip, and bri d out of the Room with the Air aud Com- 
plexion on an incens'd Turkey-Cock. 


[4 Servant whiſpers Sir Charles. 


L. Mo. What did you then? 
L. Fop. I—look d aiter ber, gap'd, threw vp the Saſh, 


and tell a ſingirg out of e Window,—lo that you ſee, 


my Lord, waile a Maa 1s not in Love, theic's no great 
AMiction in miſſing one's way to a Woman. 

'Sir Cha. Ay, ay, you talk this very well, my Lord; 
but now let” s ſee how you dare behave your ſelf upon 
Action Dinner's ſerv'd, and the Ladics ſtay for us 
5 T here's one within has been too hard for as 
brisk a Man as your ſelf. | 
L.. Mo. I gueſs who you mean- 
Lord, ſhc'll prove p_ Courage iy you, 

I.. Fop. Will ſhe! then ſhe's an undene Creiture. For 


let me tell you, Gentleman, Courage 1 is the whole Myſtery 
of making Love, and of more uſe than Conduct is in 


War; tor the braveſt Fell, êe in Europe may beat his Brains 
out againſt the ftubborn Walls of a Town But 
—— Women, Born to be controll'd, 


bh "M * to the For ward, and the Bold. [Exevnt. 


— 


ACT W. SCENE L 
Ti he SCENE continues. 


| Enter Lord More clove and Sir Charles, 
L. Mo. CO! Did not I bear up brave!y ? 


Fave a Tare, my 


— 


Sir Cha. Admirably! — the beſt bred la- 


ſolence i in e you inſuked like a Woman of Quality | 


when 


6 


1 ©] | 
7 
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when her Country-bred Husbany's Jealous of her in the 


wrong Place. 


L. Ao. Ha! ha! Did you obſerve, when I fiiſt came 
into the Room, how carcleily the bruſh'd her Eyes over 
me, and when the Company ſa uted me, ſtood all the 
while with her Face to the Window ? ha! ha! . 

Sir Cha. What aſtoniſp'd Airs ſhe gave her ſelf, when 
you ask'd her, what made her ſo grave upon her old 
Friends? | | 

L. Mo. Aud whenever I offer'd any thing i in Talk, wha 


affected Care ſhe tov. k to direct her Ooſei vations of it to 
a third Perſon? | 


Sir Cha. I oblerv'd lie did not cat above the Rump of 
a Pigeon all Din er Time, 
L.. Alo. Aud how ſhe colour'd when I told her hey La- 


dy ſnip had loſt her Stomach. 


Sir Cha. If you keep your Temper ſhe's undone. 
L. Mo. Provided ſhe iticks to her Pride, I be.ieve | may, 
S'ir Cha. A ! never fear her; I warrant in the Humour 


ſhe is in, ſhe would as ſoon part with her Seuſe of Feeling. 


L. Mo Well! what's to be done next? 

Sir Cha. Ob ly obſerve her Motions ; for by her Beha- 
viour at Dinner, I am ſure ſhe deſigns to gull you with 
my Lord Fop:4agon : if fo, you mult even ſtand her Fire, 


and thea play my Lady Graxeairs upon her, whom ['ll 
immediately pique and prepare for your Purpoſe. | 


L. Mo. 1 underſtand you — the propereſt Woman in 
the World too, for ſhe'll certainly encourage the leaſt 
Offer trom me, in hopes of reyenging her Slights upon 
„ 

vir Cha. Right; and the very Encouragement ſhe gives 
you, at the fame time will give me a Pretence to widen = 
the Breach of my Quarrel to her, 

L. Mo. Beſides, Charles, I own I am fond of any At- 


tempt that will forward a Mitunderſtanding there, for 


your Lady's ſzkxe: A Woman ſo truly good in her Na- 

ture, ought to have ſamething more from a Man, than 
bare Occaſions to prove her Goodneſs. 
Sir Cha. Way then, upon Honour, my Lord, to give 
you Proof that I am e the beſt Husband in 
the 
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the World, my Wite 
Out. 

L. do. That may be 3 beg the beſt Wile in the 
World: She, may be, won't find you out. 


Sir Chu. Nay, if ſhe won't tell a Man of his Faulte, | 
when ſhe {ces 'em, how the Dice ſhould he mend 'em? 
but however, you 15 e I am going te cave em eff as faſt | 


as I can. 
L. Mo. Ne ing tir'd of a Woman is indeed a pretty to- 


jer ble Aſſurance of a Man's not defigr.ing to Fool on 
Here ſhe comes, and if I don't miſtake, | 
You can't take her in 2 


with her— 
Brim- full of Reproaches 
better Time — I' leave you, 

Enter Lady Graveairs. 


Pour Ladyſhip's mot} kumble 8 ervant, is the Company 


broke up, pray ? 


L. Gra. No, my Lord, they are Juſt talking of Baſſet; . 
my Lord Foppington his a mind to Fly, it your Lorithip | 


would encourage the Table, 

I.. Mo. O Madam, with all my Heart! But Sir C-:71e5, 
I know, is hard to be got to it; Il] leave your Lady ip 
to prevail with him. | Ex. L. tio, 


Sir Charles and Lay Graveairs ſalute cola, and trifle 


ſome time before they ſteab. 
L. Gra. Sir Charles, I ſent you 2 Nete this Morning 


Sir Cha. Yes, Madam, but there were fonic | Paſſages. ! 


I did not expect from your La. „ip; you icem'd to tax 
me with Things that 


L. Gra. Look yon, Sir, tis nat at all material, wbetber 


I tax'd ycu with any thing or no: I don't in the leaſt de- 
fire to hear you cicar your ie.f, upon my Word, you may 
be very eaſy as to that Matter; for my part, Iam mighty 
well ſarisfy'd, things are as they are; all I have to iay 19 


you is, that you need not give your ſelf the Trouble to 
call at my Lodgings this Afternoon, if you ſhould have 


Time, as you were pieay'd to ſend me Word 


and ſo 


your Servant, 3 8 11 | Lang. | 


Sir Cha. Hold, Macam. 


L. Gra. Look you, Sir Charles, *tis not your call ne me | 


back that. veal lignity any ing, 1 can allue yuu, 
Sir 


——never yet found me 
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Sir Cła. Why this extraordinery Haſte, Madam? 

L. Gra. In ſhort, Sir Charles, J have taken a great 
many things from you t lite, that you know I hay» of- 
ten told you I would p firfvely bear no longer: — But l 
ſce things are in vain, and the more People ſtrive to 
oblige People, the leſs they are thank'd for't: And ſince 


there muſt be an end of onc's Ridiculouſneſs one time or 


other, I don't ſee any time fo proper a: the preſent, and 
theretore, Sir, I defire you'd think of Things acc rding- 
l — ur Servant Geing, he hoids her. 
Sir Cha, Nay, Madam, let's ſtart tair however; you 
ought at leaſt to ſtay till Ia as ready 2s your Ladyſbips 
and then —- if tre inuſt YET ns 
Adieu ye {lent G ots, and ſhady Groves; 
\ Ye ſoit Amuſements of our prowi'g Loves; 


Affectedl/ # \cicu ye Whiſper'd Siphs that fann'd the 


Fire, | RE 
(Ind all the thrilling Joys of young Deſire. 
L. Gra. O, mighty ell, Sir: I am very glad we are 
at laſt come to a right Uncertinding, the only way | have. 
long wiſh'd for; not but Pd biye you to know, I tee 
your Deligu rhrovgh all your painted Erie of Reſigna- 


tion: I kiow you'd e your Soul tu make me uneaſy 


now, | 


Sir Chr, O fy, M. . upon my Word, I would not 
make you uneaſy, it were in my Power. 


L. Gra O deer Sir. you need not take ſuch Care, up- 
on my Word; you'll find 1 can part with you wi hout 
the leaſt Dilorder— 1'!] try at leaſt, and fo once Tore, 
and for ever, Sir, your S-r-4%t: Not but you muſt give 
me leave to tell you, is my aſt Vhought of you too, 
that I do think You are a Vidain —— 


| eri haftily. 
Sir Cha. O your very bumble Servant, 010m 
| | 5 1 [B wing low. 
What a charming Quality is a Woman's ride, that's 
ſtrong enougu to retuie a Man her Favours, when he's 
weary of e nh—- Ah! ILA Gravears returns. 
L. Gra, Look you, Sir Charles — don't prelume upon 
the Laſiueſs of my Temper: For to convince you that 1. 
LR TEN alm 
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am poſrively in earneſt in this mitte, I deſire you would 

ler me have wha! Lerters you have had of mine ſince you 
came to Minaſor, and 1 expect you'll revura the fett, as [ 
wil yours as ban as we co ve to Londen, | | 

Sir Cha. Uden my Fatt! | Pe ons F rever Keep any, 
I alw-oys put Snuff in 1 1, and fo they wear. our. 

i. Gra. Sir Charles, lm. it + Je cm, tor politvely [ 
N r Hir wi baut 'em. 

C Hail Then 1 muſt be civil, 1. ſee, [ie]! 
per daps, Nias lm, have no mind tu part with thein 
or y u. | | 

L. Gra. Look you, Sie 21] thoſe ſort of things are In 
vain, tow. there's an End of every thing het yeen u- 
I 101 ia, you won't give dem, I muſt een get em as 
well as can. 

Sr Cha. Hoh! that wo n't do then, I ow: [Afede. 

L. Ora. Who's there? Mrs. E Edging= Y.ur Keep ng 
A Letter, Sir, won't keep me. [1 ure on | 

E ter Edging. 

Eig. Did your Led ſbip call me, M:dam? | | 

L. Cra. AY, (. hal, pray do me tne vavuur to fe. ch 
my Scait out of the |) . om. 

| Edz, es, Vlada oo | 

Sr Cha. O! tixa theres E e As” zin. [Alte 
Tag. Fla! S ie looks as it my Malter had quzrrelPd wet h 

ber; | hope ſhe's going away in a Huff he ſhan'c thay 
for her Scart, { warraut her — This is pure. 

[Aſide. Exit ſmiling. 

L. Gra. Pray, Sir Charles. before [ bo, give me leave 
voc, aſter all, to ask your wiy you have usd 
me thus ? | 

Sir CH. What is it you call Ute M. cam? 

L. Gra. Way hen, /ince you will have it, how comes 
it you have den fo picily Careleſs and Neglectful of me 
of ale? Only tell we {erio fly wicrein 1 "have celerv'd 
this, 

Sir . Why then, ſeri uſly, Ma“ ami 
Re enter Edging with a Scarf. 
| We are in- errup. d. 


Egg. Heic's q our Lady ſup's Scart, Madam. 


L. Gra, 


919321. 
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L. Gra, Thark you. Vrs. Edging— Q 1:w! pray will 
you ler fc me Body get me a Chair to the Noor, 

Fd. Humh! She micht hae told me that before, it 
ſhe 149 been in ſuch haft to. po — | [Exe 

L. Gra Now, Sir. | 

Sie Chr, Then frrivuſly, Ie, Iam of ate grown {o 
very l z in my Plraſutes, that | had rather IEA Women, 
than go throurh the Plague and Trouble of having or 
kee ing her at d to be trie, I hare tound fo mach even 
in my \Cquaintance with you, whom I co:f-1s to be a 
Miſtreſs in the Art of ple ing, that I am from hence- 
forth relolv'4 to tollow ro Pleafur: that vrifſes above the 
Derree of Amulemenr— and that Worm a) that expects 
I ſhould wake ker my Bulineſs; why like my Buſi- 
nets, is then in 2 tair way ot being forgot: hen once 


ſhe comes to reproach me with Voves, and Uiaye, ard. 
Suff — I bad as lief hear her talk of Biks, Bonds, and 


Ej tens; her Peſſion becomes az troubletume a; a 


Law. init. ard 1 would a> foon c nverfe with my Solici- 
t r— Ii ſhort, I ihall never care d1x-; ence for ay Wo- 


man thor won“ be Obedi ient. —— | 
L Ora. Vil (wear, Sir, BY u have 2 very free way of 


tering Pecple; lan gud am ſo wilicgq inted with 
your Pri: ciples 3 | aid youa have me 
Oben ient? | 


Sir Cha, Why not? my Wife's ſo, and I tht ak ſhe has 
as much Preter.ce to he proud as your L.avſhip. 
L. Gra, Laid! is here no Chair to be had, I wouner © 
Euter E. in "0 
Edg Here's a Chair, 1 m. | 
ey Gra, Tis very Well, Mrs. EX ging: — Pray will you 
It teme cody get ime a Gl. ts of tar Vater. 
Edg. Hug h! ber flufi's dint over, | lupp-ſe,—1 ſce 
he's a c lan (ll. Exit. 
L. Cr. Well that w « hs prettieſt F ncy abo t Obedi- 
ence ſute that ever v as! Cert.inl; a We un. t Een rin 
muſt b - 1 nuitcly h FPY ur der te e or. 11 10 " of 10 gene- 
rous a Lover! But how came p06; £9 toon K cking and 
Wbipping all this while? methi ks you ſhould ny! have 
lett to faſhionable an Article out a your Scheme o Gv- 


Vernment. | Sir 


1 Careleſs Hucband. 


Sir Cha, Um! — No there's too much Trouble in that neſs 
though I have known em of admirable Uſe in the Ke. it te 
formation of ſome humorſome Gent!cwomen, Cha- 

L. Gra. But one thing more and I have done— Pray coul 
What r of Spirit mutt the Lady have, hat is to bet 
make her {if happy under fo much Freedom, Order and} 8 
Tranquility. | in t! 
Sir Cha. O! fhe muſt at leaſt have as much Spirit W 1 
your Lady ſhip, or fic'd gzive me no Pleaſure in _— — 
ing it. | 
1 2 Ga. No; that would be hs. Yr had ſhe 
better tzke one that's broken to your Hand, — there are! 1 
tuch Souls to be hir'd, I believe; things that will rub your ſo r 
Temples i an Evening "Fill you fall talt afl-ep in their Wit 
Laps, Creatures too that think rheir Wages their Re ward; pit 

1 fanſy, at laſt, that will be the beſt Method tor the 27 in! 
Paton of a morry'd Man, that has outliv'd his any other 8 
Senſe of Gratification. 1 

Sit Cha. Look you, Madam, - | have lc v'd you Sh 
very weil a grew While; row you acts hav: me love | my 
you better and longer, which is not in my Power to 
do, and 1 don't think there's any Plague upon Earth like to 
2 Dun that c mes for more Money than one's ever Rue tru 


to be able to pay: Ja 
I. Gra. A Dun! do you take me foe A Dun, Sir? do bu 
I come a Dunning to you? Hall in an Heat, 
Sir Cha, fiſt! don't expoſe your ſelt——h:re's Com- 0 
Pay — Ce 


L. Gra. I care eee Dun! You ſhall ſee, Sir, I 10 


cCau revenge an Affront, tho' | deſp. iſe the Wretch that | li 
offers it—-—A Dun! Oh! | cou'd die with laughing at: | 
the Fancy. IE. 6 

Sir Cha. So! he's in ad mirable Order lere comes 
my Lord, and I'm atraid fa the very Nick of his Occa- . 
| ſion tor —_ 0 

| Enter Lord Morelove. b 


5 Mo. 0 Charles! Undone again! all's oft and ruin >. 
Sir Cha, What's tlie matter PO 2 ? 


L. Mo. I have been playi g the Pol yorder even to 
Contempt, my ſealels Jealouſy has Conicis d a Weaks E 
neſs 


_ —— 
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-} neſs 1 veer ſhall fo: pive my ſelf— —She has inſulted on 


it to that Degree too—I can't bear the Thought - 0 
Charles! this Devil ſtill is Miſtreſs of my Heart, and 1 
could Cofly my Bratas to think how groſly too I have let 


her know it. 


Sir Cha, AY! how it would tickle her if ſhe law you 
in this Condition: Ha! ha! ha! 


L. Mo. Pr'ycthee don't torture me: Think of {ome pre- | 
ſent Eaſe, or I ſhall burſt ———— 


Sir Cha. Well, well, let's hear, — what has 


| ſhe done to you? ha! ha! 


L. Mo. Why, ever ſince I left you ſhe treated me with 


ſo much Coolneſs and ill Nature, and that thing of a Lord 
with fo much laughing Eaſe, ſuch an acquainted, ſuch 2 


ſpitetul Familiarity, that at che laſt ſhe faw and triumph d | 
in my Uneatineſs. 
Sir Cha. Well! and ſo you left the Room i in a Pet? ha! 
L. Ao. O worie, worſe (till! for at laſt, with half 


1 Shame and Anger in my Looks, I thruſt my ſelf between 
my Lord and her, pref:'d her by the Hand, and in a 
| Whiſper trembling begg'd her in Pity of her ſelf and me, 
to ſheiy her good Humour only where ſhe knew it was 


truly valued ; at which ſhe broke from me with a cold 


Smile, fat her down by the Peer, whiſper'd him, and 
durſt into a loud Laughter in my Face. 


Sir Cha. Ha! ha! then would | have given nfty Pound 


to have ſeen your Face: Why what, in the Name ot 


Common Senſe, hid you to do with Humility ? Will 


; you never have enough on'c? Death! "twas ietting a 
| lighted Match to Gunpowder to blow your ſelf up. 


L. Mo. I ſee my Fuily now, Charies—but what ſhall . 


f do with the Remains of Life that ſhe has left me? 


Sir Cha. O throw it at her Feet by all means, put on 


your Trag dy Foce, catch faſt hold of her Petticoat, w hip 


out your fan ckerchief, and in point Blank Verſe, deſite 
her one wa or other, to make an End of the Buſineſs. 
[In a whining Tone. 

L. Mo. What a Fool doſt thou make me? 
Sir Cha, I only ſhew you, as you come out of her 
Hands, my Lord. 5 


L. M“. 
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L. Mo. How contempribly have I behav'd my ſelf? 

Sir Cba. That's according as you hear her Bebaviour. 

L. Mo. Rear it! no: | think race, Charies thou 
haſt w wry me naw; nd It | bear it —- What have cu 
done y Ly Oraveair:? 


Sin cls 1 But. os believe She's ready for you, | 


ſlic's Ja: t pore d en 8 ute, and it you don't make hatte 
alter har, I ex; cect | er back * with a Knife or a Pi- 


Ki], preſen ly. 


L. A1 o. I) go this „ inute. 

Sir Cha. No, ti'y a litth, here comes my Lord: We U 
ſie what wr CN get out! rof tim firſt, | 

L. Mo. Meriioks 1 now could laugh at her. 

: | Enter Lord Foppington. „ 

L. Fop. Nay. P:'y 'ythte, Sir Charles, let's have a little 


of thee— We have been ſo Chagrm without thee, that, ſtip 


my Breath, the Ladies DEED ue half allcep to Church tor 


want of thy Cor ps. 
Sit C al e $ "he | deed; _- 1- your Lordſhip was 
amr on; : Is Liiy Betty ne too? 


L. Fe. 8 She wis jut upen the wing — But I coats! 


her by the >nufi box, and ſhe prevends to ſtay to (ce if 
Ille it ker 2p: in, or no. 

. Mo. Deztt! 'tis that I pave hw” and the FOE pre- 
ſert (h- ever ound reccive from me Ask him how 


Be came 9 t | Aſede to Sir Charics, | 
r . . 4 
— Did the give. 


S'r Cha. r'ythee don't be uneaſy 


it you, my Lord? 


L. Fep. Pub, Ciarles, 1 can'e ſiy the did, cr ſhe did 


nor. but ve wie pl ing the Fool, and l took it - als 
—Pſhav! 1 can't tell thee in French n ither, but Hor act 


touches it to à Nicery "twa: Fguus Direptum Male 


5 Pert:; Aci. 


L. . $6! bet I mutt bear it—if your Lew dthip ha 


a Miad to * B x. llt ro by you 15 the keepiry ot it. 
L. Fov, My Lo d, Im pf th. atriy obiig'd to you, but 
Jam af; ot T ev not ani; A your h 9 105 much of 
the Lady's Favor 
L Alo. Not at all my lord: Tis Pp m Im y not 
have tuo lane R.gald 0 her Frown that your Lurdihip | 


has. | L. Fop, | 


hop. £N% = 


vas 


ht 
f if 


re- 


OW 


Cbarles help me to t:kr it trom him. 


b 


0s. 


ice 


did 


ala” 


ace 


fd ale 


6 
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1. Fop That's a Rite, I am {ure— e'd give a Joint of 


bis licile Pit ger to be as well with her as I am [Alide ] 
But here ſhe come: ! Charles ſtard by me——TMlult not a 


Man bz 2 vain Coxcoinb now, to think this Creature tol- 


law'd one ? 


Sit Cha, Nothing fo cl in, my Lord. 
L. Fep. Flattcring Devil! | 
Euter Lady "e'ty. 
L. Bet. Pſhaw! my Lord Foppington ! pr ythee don't 
ray the Fool now, bur gv, me my Snuft- Box——Sir 


Sir Cha. You know I hitc Trouble, Madam. | x 
L. Bet. Pooh! Tod make me Ray till Prayers are half 


Over ue. 


L. Fop. If you'll promiſe me not to gO to Church, Il 
give it you. 
L. Bet. I' promile nothing at all, for poſitiyely I will 
| [ Strugglmg with kym, 
L. Fop. Then com para ively I won't per: with it, ha! 
ED, [Struggles wh her. 
L. Bet. O you Devil ! you have Kkill'd ny arm! Oh! 
Well—it you? | let me have it, Vil give you a berrer, 
I. Mo. O Charles! that has a view of dittant Kindneſs 
in it, [ 4/:de to Sir Cha. 
L. Fop. Ny now I keep it ſuperlatively -I find there's 
2 ſecret Value-i in it. 
L. Ber. O diſmal! upon my word, [ m only aſham'd 
to give it you; Do you thi, k | wou?; tuch an Os 
dious-fanty'd Thing to auy Body | 3 tha | Joo Value 


for? 


Sir Cha. Now it comes a lit le nearer, we ks it 
does not ſeem to be any Kindneis at all. | 
[ Aſiue 1 K. Mo, 

L. Fob, Why, reahy, Madam, upon i:c-nJ View, it 
has ot extremely che Moe ta Lucy's Urentilz ue you 
ſure ir never held ary thing bur Snuff? 

I.. Bet. O! you Mor.fter! 

L Fop. Na;, Io ly ask, becauſe it ſeems to me to have 


vy much the Air and Fancy ot Monueur S$1404:4-djo;'s 
Tobaccy-box. 


4; Mo. 
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L. N. [ can ber no more. 
Sir Cla. Why dt then; I'll ſtep into the Company, 


| ard return {ul your Reli t imme. iat cly. [ Exit, 


I.. Ao. (10 L. ber.) Come, . don, will your Lady» 


ſhip give me cave to end the Diffe: ence 
the Sliahtnefe of the thing may let you beſtow it 
without any Maik ct Favour, ſhall beg it of your La- 
©, ſhip? 

I. Fep. O my Lc 1d, no o bey fooner———] beg you 
give it ny Lord. 


Loo ing earneſtly on L. Fop. who ſmiling gives it 70 


Soo MO, and then bows graxeh to Her. 


Since 


— 


—— — 


L. c. Only ro tate the IHondur of reſtor rg it to your 


Lordſhip, ard it there be any other Trifle of mi: e, your 
Lordſh p has a Fancy to, tho? it were a Miſtrefs, I don't 
 knowr any Perſon in the World that has 1.) good a Claim 5 28 

_ to my Retigna* ion. 5 


L. Fop. O my Lord, this Generoſity will diſtract me. 
L. Mo. My Lord, I do you but con mon Juſtice : But 


from your Converſation, I had never known the true Va- 
luz ot the Sex: You potitively undcrit.nd 'em the beſt of | 


ary Man breaching, therefore I think every one of com- 


mon Prudence ought to reſiga to you, 


L. Fop. Tarn poſitively your Lordſhip” s the moſt obli- 
ging Pc:ton in the World, tor Fm jure your judgment 
can never hke any Woman that is not the fineſt Creature | 


in the Unive fe, [ Bowing to L. Bet. 
L. 4:0, O! Your Lordſhip Cots me tov much Honour, 


J have ie work Judgment in the World, no Man has | 


been more deceiv'd in i:. 


L. Fep. Then your Loraſhip, 1 preſume, has been apt 


to chovie in 3 Msk, or by Can-«le-light, 
L. Ao, In a Mask indeed, my Lerd, and of all Masks 


the 8 dangerous. 


L. Fop. Pray u nzt's that, my Lord? 
A Mo. A bare Face. 


L. Fop. Your Lordſhip will pardon we, if I dont ſo 


really comprehend how a Woman's bare Face can hide 


der Face. 


— 


— — 


I. Mo. 


it. 


ce 


ſo 
de 


f 
x 
1 
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L Ao. It often hides her Heart, my Lord, and there- 


fore I think it ſometimes 3 mare dangerous Mick than a 
Piece of Velvet: That's rather a Mark than a Viſguiſe of 


an ill Woman: But the Miſchiefs skulking behind aB u- 


_ teous Form, give no Warning, * are al a)s Sc 


Fatal, and lunumerable. 5 | 
L. Bet. O barbarous Aſperſion! my Lord Fro 


have you nothing to ſay ter the poor Womens 


I. Fop. | muſt con es M. am, rol.ny . 
ture ever happen'd in my Cuu.{- of Amo 
judge the Beaureru- F rn of a + Gn 
aprecable Part ot her Com; oli ion, a" d 1 


does me the Honour to rols that 1 to 
. ſelf ob! ped in g od Nature, notte haften | 
reſt of her Fquipape. 


1 


L. Bet. Why ay, my Lord, there's ſome good Hu! our 


in that now. 


L. Mo. He's happy in a plain Engliſh Storm: ch, Madam, 


I could recommend a Diſh that's pertectiy to your Lord- | 
ſhip's Guſt, where Beauty is the only Sauce to it. 


L. Bez. So! _ 

L. Fop, My Lord, whey: my Wine's right, I never care 
it ſhould be Zeſted. 

L. Mo. I know ſome Ladies would thank you for that 
Opinion, 

L. Bet. My Lord Morelove's really grown ſuch a Churl 
to the Women, I don't only think he is not, but can'c 
conc:ive how he ever could be in Love. | 

L. Mo, Upon my Word, Madam, once thoughe 1 
was. | 3 Smiling. . 

L. Bet. Fy! fy! how cls you think ſo? I fanly now 
vou bad only a mind to domineer over ſome porr Crea- 


ture, and jo you thought you were in Love, ha! ha! 


L. Mo, The Lady 1 lov'd, Madam, grew ſo untortu-— 
nate in her Conduct, that ſhe at laſt brought me to treat 
her with the tame Indifference and Civility as I now pay 
your Ladyihip. N 

L. Bet. And ten to ore, juſt at that time ſhe never 
thought you luch tolerable Company. 


8 x Me. 
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L. Mo. That 1 can't ſay, Madam, for at that time ſhe 


grew ſo affected, there was no judging of her Thoughts 
at all. | Jer her. 


L. Bet. What, and ſo you left the poor Lady ? O you 


inconſtant Creature! 


I.. Mo. No, Madam, to have lov'd her on had been 
Inconſtancy ; for ſhie was never two Hours together the 
ſame Woman, [L. Bet. and L. Mo. ſeem to talk. 


I. Fop. [ Aſide.] Hal ha! ha! 1 ſee he has a Mind to 
abuſe 44 ſo 1'il ev'n give him an Opportunity of doing 


his Buſineſs with her at once for ever My Lord, I | 


perceive your Lordfhip's going to be good Company to 


the Lady, and for her ſake I don't think it good — 5 


in me to diſturb you 
Euter Sir Charles, 

Sir Cha. My Lord Fo 

L. Fop. O Charles! 1 was ny wanting thee—Hark thee 


I have three thouſand Secrets for thee—I have mace 
Auch Diſcoveries! to tell thee all in one Word—Morelove's 


as jealous of me as the Devil; heb! beh! heh! 


fon? 
L. Fop. Only rally'd him to Death upon my Account; 


| fe told me within, juſt now, ſhe'd ufe him like a Dog, | 


and begg'd me to draw off for an Opportunity, 


Sir Cha. Ist poſſible ? bas ſhe given. him ay Occa- : 


Sir Cha. O! keep in while the Scent lies, and ſhe's 


your own, my Lord. 


L. Fop. I can't tell that, Charles, but I'm ſure ſhe's 
fairly unharbour'd, and when once I throw off my In- 


clinations I uſually follow em ?cill the Game has enough 
on't; and between 'thee and I ſhe's pretty well blown 


too, ſhe can't ſtand long, I believe, for, Curſe catch me, 


af l 8 not rid down half a Thouſand Pound after her 


Sir Cha. What do you mean? | 
L. * 1 have loſt Five hundred to ber at Picquet fine 


Sir | Cha. You are a fortunate Man, faith; yU are re- 


1 5 100d nat to be thrown outs [ ſee. 


I.. Feb. 
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L. Fop. Hang it! What ſhould a Man come out for, if 


be does not keep up to the Sport? 


Sir Cha, Well puſh'd, my Lord. 

L. Fop. Tayo ! Have at her. | 
Sir Cha. Down! down, my Lord——ah m—_—_ are 
Hanches. V | | 1 
L.. Fop. Ah! Charles, ¶Embracing him.] Pr'ythee let's 


obſerve a little, there's a fo liſh Cur, now I Dave run her 


to a Stand, has a Mind to be at her by him, 2: d noa 


| ſhalt ſee ſhe won't ſtir out of her way for him. 


| „„ | | [ Thy ſtand aſide. 
L. Mo Ha! ha! Your IL. ady ſhip's ve y grave of a ſud- 


den, you look ae i! your L ver had inſol ent recoyer'd 
his common Senſes. = | 


L. Bet. And your Lordfkip is fo very gay, and unl'ke 


your {1t, one wou'a ſwear y u were juſt come from the 
Pleaſure of making your Miſtreſs afraid of ycu. | 


L. Mo. No, faith, quite contrary — For do you know, 


Madam, I have juſt found out, that upon your Account 
I ͤ have made my ſelf one of the molt ridiculous Puppies 


upon the Face of the Earth —— have upon my 


faith! nay and ſo extravagantly ſuch ——— hat 

ha! ha! thit it's at laſt become a Jeſt even to my felt; 

and | can't help laughing at it for the Soul of me; ha! 
ha! ha | : | 


L. Ber. I want to cure him of that Laugh now. [ 4ſfue.. 


. My Lord, fince you are ſo generous, II tell you another 


Sccrer : Do you know too, that I ſtill find (ſpite of all 
your great Wiſdom, and my contemptible Qualities, as 
are p leas d now and then to call them: ) Do you 

now, I lay, tha: I ſce under all this, you ſtill love me 


with the ſame helpleſs Paſſion ; and can your vaſt Fore- 


fight imagine I won't uſe you accordingly, for theſe ex- 
traordinary Airs you are plras'd to give your ſelf ? 

I. Mo. O by all means, Madam, tis fit you ſhould, and 
I expect it, whenever it is in your Power Con- 
Dei, è i : [Alie. 
L.. Ber. My Lord, you have talk'd to me this hat 
Hour, without coofeſſing Pain. [ Pauſes, aud affect; t. 
Gabe. ] only remember it. . 7 

EY . I., Mo: 
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L. Mo. Hell and Tortures! 90 

L. Bet. What did you ſay, my Lord? 

I. Mo. Fire and Furies! 

L. Ber. Ha! ha! he's diſorder'd Now I am eaſy— 
My Lord Poppington, have you a Mind to your Revenge 
at Picquet ? 


L. Fop. I have always a Mind to an Opportunity of 
entertaining your Lady ſhip, Madam. 


[ L. Bet. coquets with L. Fop. . 
L. Mo. O! Charles——The Inſolence of this Woman 135 


might furniſh out a thouſand Devils. 
Sir Cha. And your Temper is enough to furniſh out a 


thouſand ſuch Women, Come away—l have Buſineſs for | 


you upon the Terrace. 
L. Mo. Let me but ſpeak one Word to her- 


Sir Cha. Not a Syllable—-the Tongue's a — Sees 
always have the worſt at: For I ſce you have no Guard, 


and ſhe carries a Deviliſh Edge. 


L. Bet. My Lord, don't let any thing l've ſaid frighten . 
you away; for it you have the leaſt Inclination to ſtiy | 
and rail, you know the old Conditions; *tis but your 


asking me Pardon next Day, and you may * your Pak | - 


tion any Liberty you think fit. 
I. Me. Daggers and Death! 
Sir Cha. Are you mad? _ 


L. Mo. Let me ſpeak to her now, or 1 ſhal! burſt— 


Sir Cha. Upon Condition you'll ſpeak no more of her 


to me, my Lord, do as you pleaſe. 


L. Mo. Pr' ythee pardon me—1 know not what to > do. 0 


Sir Cha. Come along— l' ſet you to work I warrant 


you ———— Nay, nay, none of you parting Oe 


Will you go? 
L. Mo. Vesand I hope 10 ever. 


[Ex. Sir Cha. 8 . Mo. | 
L. Fop. Ha! ha! ha! Did ever Mortal Monſter ſet up 


tor a Lover with ſuch unfortunate Qualifications? 


I. Ber. Indeed, my Lord Merelove has lomething 


range) hngular in his Manner. 


L. Fop. | thought I mould have burſt to ſee the Crea- | 
rar pretend to Rally, aud give himſelt the Airs ot one of 


Us 


ther 
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Us—.— But, run me through, Madam, your Ladyſhip 


puſh'd like a Fencing- Maſter, that laſt Thruſt was a CO 
de Grace, I believe I'm afraid his Honour will hardly 
meet your Lady ſhip in haſte again. 

L. Bet. Not unleſs his Second, Sir Charles, keeps him 
better in Practice, perbaps Well the Humour of this 
Creature has done me ſignal Service to Day, I mult keep 
it up for fear of a ſecond Engagement. [ Aſiae. 

I.. Fop, Never was poor Wit ſo foil'd at his own Wen- 


h pon ſure. 


L. Bet. Wit? Had he ever any Pretence to it 2 
L. Fop. Ha! ha! he has rot much in Love, 1 think; 


_thouzh he wears the Reputation of a very pretty young 
Fellow. a among ſome ſort of People; but, ſtrike me ſtupid, 
if ever I coul diſcover common Senſe in all the Progreſs 


of his Amuurs: He expects a Woman ſhould like him for 
endeavcuring to convince her, that ſhe has not one god 


Qualiry * to the whole * ion of he: Soul 
and Body, 


L. Bet. That, 1 ſappole. is only in a Sec Hope, 


that ſhe'll mend her F aults, to quality her let tor his vaſt 
Merit, ha! ha! 


L. Fop, Poor Merelove, J ſee ſhe can't endure him. 
— de. 
I. Ber. Or if one really had all thoſe Faults, be does 


not conſider, that Sincerity in Love is as much out of 


Faſhion as ſweet Snuff; no Body takes it now. 
L. Fop. O! no Mortal, Madam, unleſs it be here and 
there a Squire, that's making his lawful Court to the 


| Cherry-cheek Charms of my Lord Biſhop's great fat 
Daughter in the Country. 


L.. Bet. O what a ſurfeiting couple has be put toge· 
[Throwing her Hand careleſly upon his. 
L. Fop. Fond of me, by all that's tender—--Poor Fool, 
Vil give thee Eaſe immediately. [4 ede. —But, Madam, 
you were pleas'd juſt now to offer me my Revenge at 


Picquet—MNow here's no Body within, and I think we 


can't make uſe of a better O, portunity. 
L.. Bet. O! no: Not now, my Lurd!- 1 have a Fa- | 
veur L won fain beg of you l. 

C 3 | 2 Fop. 


our Sides in laughing at not 
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L. Fop. But Time, Madam, is very precious in this 


Place, and I ſhall not eaſily forgive my ſelf if I don't take 
him by the Forelock. 


L. Ber. But I havea great mind to have a little more | 
| Sport with my Lord Morelove firſt, and would fain beg 


your Aſſiſtance. 


I. Fop. O! with all my Heart; and, upon ſecond 
Thoughts, I don't know but piquing a Rival in publick 

may be as good Sport, as being well with a Miſtreſs in 

rome : For, after all, the Pleaſure of a fine Woman is 


ke that of her own Virtue, not ſo much in the thing, 


as the Reputation of having it. Aſide. ----Well, Madam, 


but how can I ſerve you in this Affair? 


I. Bet. Why, methought, as my Lord Morelove went 
| out, he ſhew'd a ſtern Reſentment in his Look, that ſeem'd_. 
to threaten me with Rebellion, and downright Defiance: 
Now I have a great Fancy, that you and I ſhould follow _ 
him to the Terrace, and laugh at his Reſolution before he 
has time to put it in Practice. | _ 
I.. Fop. And fo puniſh his Fault before he commits it! 
ba! ha! ha! „ 5 
L. Bet. Nay, we won't give him time if his Courage 


ſhould fail to repent it. 


L. Fop. Ha! ha! ha! let me Blood, if 1 don't long ts | 


be at it, ba! ha! 

L. Bet. O! *twill be ſuch Diverſion to ſee him bite his 
Lips, and broil within, only with ſeeing us ready to ſplit 

1 r 

L. Fop. Ha! ha! I ſee the Creature does really like me, 
{ Aſide.) And then, Madam, to hear him hum a broken 
piece of a Tune, in Affectation of bis not minding us. — 
twill be ſo fooliſh when we know he loves us to Death 


all the while, ba! ba! 


L. Ba. And if at laſt bis ſage Mouth fhou'd open in 
ſurly Contradiction of our Humour, then will we, in 


pure oppolition to his, immediately fall foul upon e- 
very thing that is not Gllant, and Faſhionable ; Con- 
ſtancy ſhall be the Mark of Age and Uplineſs, Vit- 
tue a jeſt, we'll rally Diſcretion out of Doors, lay 
Gravity at our Feet, and only Love, free Love, Dit- 


order; 
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order, Liberty and Pleaſure be our ſtanding Princi- 
les. a | 
, L. Fop. Madam, you tranſpcrt me: For if ever I was 


= obliged to Nature for any ode tolerable Qualification 'twas 


poſitively the Talent of being exuberantly pleaſant upon 
this Subject .I am impatient------my Fancy's upon the 
Wing already----let's fly to him, 
L. Bee. No, no; ſtay till I am juRt got out, our po- 
ing te get her won't be fo proper, 5 
L. Fop. As your Lady ſhip pleaſes, Madim- - But when 


this Affair is over, you won't forget that I have a certain 


Revenge due. | 


L. Ber. Ay! ay! after Supper I am for you; Nay. 


Jou ſhan'c ſtir a Step, my Lord _ 


{| Seeng her to the Door. 
L. Fep. Only to tell you, you have fix d me yours to 


the laſt Exiſtence of my Soul's eternal Entity 


I. Bee, O, your Servant. (Exit. 
I. Fop. Ha! ha! ſtark mad for me, by all that's Hand- 
ſome! Poor Moyelove! That a Fellow who has ever been 
abroad, ſhould think a Woman of her Spirit is to be ta- 
ken as the Confederates do Towns, by a Regular Siege, 
when ſo many of the French Succeſſes might have ſhewn 
him the furelt way is to whiſper the Governor - Ho] ] 
can a Coxcomb give himſelf the Fatigue of Bombarding 
2 Woman's Underſtanding, when he may with fo much 
' Eaſe make a Friend of her Conſtitution ll fee if I 
can ſhaw him a little Freneh Play with Lady Berry 
let me ſce—Ay, Fil make an end of it the old way, get 


| her into Picquet at her own Lodgings—not mind ane 


Tittle of my Play, give her every Game before ſhe's half 


up, that ſhe may judge the Strength of my Inclination 


by my haſte of lofing up to her Price; then of a ſudden, 
with a familiar Leer cry—Rat Picquet— ſweep Counters, 


Cards and Money all upon the Floor, & donc—L' Affaire 


[ Exit. 


C 4 A EF. 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 
SCENE, the Caſtle Terrace. 


leaſt Gueſs at your real Thoughts-----Can you be ſerious 


tor 3 Moment ? 5 | | „53 
L Bet. Not eaſily:;p But I would do more to oblige 
L. Ea. Then pray deal ingenuouſly, and tell me 


without Reſerve, are you ſure you don't love my Lord 
„„ Is SE 5 
L. Ber. Then ſeriouſly I think not But becauſe 1 


won't be poſitive, you ſhall judge by the worſt of my 

Symptoms — Firſt, I own I like his Converſition, his 
Per ſon has neither Fault, nor Beauty-----well enough----- 
I don't remember I ever ſecretly wiſh'd my ſelf married 
to him, cr---that I ever ſeriouſly reſolv'd againſt it. 


L. Ea. Well, fo far you are tolerably fafe :---But come 


Aas to his manner of addreſſing to you, what Effect has 

that had? - 

I.. Bet. | am not a little pleas'd to obſerve few Men 
follow a Woman with the ſame Fatigue and Spirit, that 


he does me—am more pleas'd when he lets me uſe him 


ill; and it ever I have a favourable Thought of him, *cis 
when | ſee he can't bear that Ulage. 


L. Ez, Have a Care, thar laſt is a dangerous Symptom | 


e pleaſes your Pride, I find. 


ever can come up to him. 


| L. Ea. Bar now, my Dear now comes the main 


Point ſealouſy ! are you ſure you have never been touch'd 

with it? Tell me that with a ſafe Conſcience, and then 

I pronounce you clear. ET 
L. Bet. Nay, then I defy him; for poſitively I was 

neyer jealous in my Life. 5 

FED | | | L. Ea. 


I. Ber. Oh! perfectly: In that ——I own no Mortal 
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L. Ea. How, Madam! have you never been ſtir d e- 
nough, to think a Woman ſtrangely forward for being a 
little familiar in Talk with him? Or are you ſure his Gal- 
lantry to another never gave you the leaſt Diſorder? Were 


you never, upon no Accident, in an Apprehenton of loſing 


him ? | 

I. Ber. Hab! Why, Madam—Bleſs me —wh—wh— 

why ſure you don't call this Jealouſy, my Dear? 155 
L. Ea. Nay, nay, that is not the Bulineſ Have 

you ever felt any thing of this Nature, Madam ? | |... 


L. Bet, Lord! don't be ſo haſty, my Dear - —any 


thing of this Nature — 0 Lud! 1 fc I don” t 8 
like it: Dear Creature, bring me of bere; for am halt 


frighted out of my Wits, 
L. Ea. Nay, if you can't rally upon't, your Wound is 
not over deep, I'm afraid. 
L. Bet. Well, that's comtortab!y ſaid, however. 
L. Ea. But come, to te Point — how tar have you 


been jealous? 


L. Bet. Why: ---O bleſs me! He gave the Muſick one 


| Night to my Lady Languiſſi here upon the Terrace; and 


(tho ſhe and I were very good Friends) remember 1 


cou'd not ſpeak to her in a Week for't---Oa! 


L. Ea. Nay, now you may laugh if you can; for, take 


my Word the Muks are upon 1 — But coine.— hat 


elle? 

L. Bet. O nothing elſe, upon my Word, my Dear. 

L. Ea. Well, one Word more, and then I give Sen- 
tence: Suppoſe you were heartily coavinc'd, that he actu- 
ally follow'd another Woman? 

L. Bet. But, pray, my Dear, what occaſion i is there to 
ſuppole any ſuch thing at all? 

L. Ea. Guilty, upou my Honour, | 

L. Bet. Paw! I dety him to tay, that ever I own q 
any inclination tor him. 
I. Ea. No, but you have given him rersible leave to 


one is it. 


L. Bet, If ever you ſee us meet gun, you'll haye but 


| little Keaſon to think to, I can aſiure Jou. 


C L. 
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L.. Es. That I hill fee preſently ; 3 for here comes Sir 

Charles, and J am fure my Lord can't be far off. 

| Enter Sir Charles. | | 
Sir Cha. Servant Lady Betty——— my Dear, how do 

you do? 

I. Ea. At your Service, my Dear But pray what have 

| you done with my Lord Moyelove ? 


L. Bet. Ay, Sir Charles, pray how does your Pupil do? 8 


Have you any Hopes of him? Is he Docible? 
Sir Cha, Well, Madam, to confeſs your Triumph over 


me, as well as him, I own my Hopes of him are loſt, I | 


offer'd what I cou'd to his Inſtruction, but he's incorri- 

gibly yours, and undone---and the News, I preſume, does 

not diſpleaſe your Ladyſhip. - 

I. Bet. Fy, fy, Sir Charles, you diſparage your Friend, 
I am afraid you don't take Pains with him. 


Sir Cha. Ha! I fanſy, Betty, your good Nature : 


won't let you fleep a-Nights : Don't you love dearly to 
hurt People? 


L. Ber. O! your Servant; then without a Jeſt, the Man 
is ſo unfortunate in his want of Patience, that * me die, 


if 1 don't often pity him. 

Sir Cha. Ha! Strange Goodneſs-----O that 1 were your 
Lover for a Month or two. 
L. Ber. What then? 


Sir Cha. I wou'd make that pretty Heart's Blood of = 


yours ke in a Fortnight. 


L. Bet. Hugh -I ſhould hate you, your Aſſurance 


wou'd make your Addreſs intolerable. 

Sir Cha. 1 believe it wou d, for Id neyer Addrcl to- 
you at all, 

L. Ber. O you Clown you! 


Sir Cha. Why, what todo? to feed a diſeas'd Pride, 

that's eternally 1 4 out in the Aﬀection of an ill 

Nature that in my Conſcience 1 delleve i is but Aﬀec- 
tation, 


Hitting him 1 Fan, | 


L. Bes. You, nor your Friend have no great Reaſon to 


2 of my Fontark, [ believe. Ha! ha! ha 


Sis | 


——ũ—ꝓ 


en 5 


bopes the Man, whom your un war 


Power. 
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Sir Cha. [ Looking earneſtly on ber.] Thou inſolent Crea- 
ture! How can you make 2 Jeſt of a Man, whole whole 
Lite's but one continu'd Torrent from your want of com- 
mon Gratitude? . 
IL. Bet. Torment for my Part, I really believe bin 26 
eaſy as you are. 

Sir Cha. Poor intolerable Affectation! You know the 


contrary, you know him blindly yours, you know your 


Power, and the whole Pleaſure of your Life's the your 


and low Abuſe of it. 


L. Bet. Pray how do I abuſe it It I have any 


Sir Cha. You drive him to Extremes 1 nds him 


mad, then puniſh him for acting againſt bis Reaſon : 
| You've almoſt turn'd his Brain, his common Judgmenc 
| fails him; he's now, at this very Moment, driven by 
his Deſpair upon a Project, in hopes to free him from 


your Power, that | am ſenſible, and ſo muſt any one 


de that has his Senſe, of courſe muſt ruin him with you., 


for ever; I almoſt bluſh to think of it, yet your uncea- 
ſonable Diſdain has forc'd him to it; and mould he now 


| ſuſ-c& I offer d but a Hint of it to you, aad in Con- 


tempt of his Deſign, I know he'd call my Life to an- 
ſwer it: But 1 have no regard to Men in Madneis, "os 
rather chooſe for once to truſt in your good Nature, in 
Beauty had made 
— your Generolity wou d corn to 5 Ridi- 
culous. | 
IL. Ber. Sir Charles, you charge me very home, I ne 
ver had it ia my Inclination to make any thing ridiculous 
that did not deſerve it. Pray, What is [his Buſineſs you 
think ſo ex'ravagyir in him? 

Sr Cha. 5% nerhing io abſurily TY and bold, you : 
harcl, torgive ev/n me that tel it you. 

L. Ber, () ty! If it be 4 raul, Sir Charles, I ſhall 
eonũi de i as His not Yours. Pray waar ig ut? 

L. Ez. | Ong to kiow, methinks. | : 

> 17 0,04 Yu any be lure ke 4 got want my Dis 


Cantiv Fri) lth it. 


L. 2:4, Let's bear it? 


8 


— 
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Sir Cha. Why this Man, whom 1 have known to love 


| heard in his Ecſtatick Praiſes on your Beauty talk till from 
the ſoft Peat of his diſtilling Thoughts the Tears have 
fall'n p 
I. Bet. O! Sir Charles 
Sir Cha, Nay, grudge not, tis paſt, to hear what 
was (tha? you contemn'd ir) once his Merit: But now 1 
own that Merit ought ro be forgotten. 
I. Ber. Pray, Sir, be plain. 


Hopes (into which, pardon me, I confeſs my Friendſhip 
kad lately flatter'd him) his Hopes of even deferving now 
your loweſt Pity or Regard. 

L. Bet. Ycu amaze me For I can't ſuppoſe his utmoſt 
Malice Cares aſſault my Reputition—and what— _ 


lick Gallantry with my Lady Graveairs. And to con- 


nick to-nigh': Nay, I heard him, before my Face, ſpeak 


Graveairs. 
L. Bet. My Lady Graveair: ! truly 1 think my Lord's 


very much in the right ont for my Part, Sir Charles, 
I don't ſee any thing in this that's fo very ridiculous, nor 


| | indecd that ought to make me think either the better or 
= _ worſe of him for't. 
Sir Cha. Pſhaw! Pſhaw! Madam, you and I know 'tis 


not in his Power to renounce you; this is but the poor 
' Diſguiſe of a reſenting Paſſion vainly ruffled to a Storm, 


| | 
q which the leaſt gentle Look from you can reconcile at 
l | Will, and laugh into a Calm again. 

| 


L. Bet. Indeed, Sir CParles, I ſhan't * wy ſelf that 4 


Trouble, I believe. 
Sir 


5 you with ſuch Exceſs of generous Deſire, whom 1 have 


[ Bluſhing 


Sir Cha. This Man, I fay, whoſe unhappy Paſſion has | 
bo ill ſucceeded with you, at laſt has forfeited all his 


os i ens. i. a. 


Sir Cha. No, but he maliciouſly preſumes the World : 
will do it for him; and indecd he has taken no uolikely 
Means to make em buſy with their Tongues : For he is 

_ this moment upon the open Terrace, in the higheſt Pub- 


vince the World and me, he ſaid, he was not that tame 
Lover we fanſied him, he'd venture to give her the Mu- 


to one ot the Hautboys to engage the reſt, and delired | 
they would all take their Directions only from my Lady | 


9 * * * 
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Sir Cha. So I told him, Madam; Are not all your Com- 
plaints, ſaid I, already owing to her Pride, and can yon 
ſuppoſe this publick Defiance ot it (which you know you 


cant make good too) won't incenſe her more againſt 


yon? That's What I'd have, ſaid he, ſtarting wild)», 
care not what becomes ot me, fo I but live to ſce her 
piqued at it, N 
L. Bet. Upon my Word, I fanſy my Lord will find 


himſelf miſtaken— I ſharn'c be piqued | believe -I muſt 
| firſt have a Value for the Thing I loſe, before it piques 
me: Piqued ! ha! ha! ha! [ [Diforder'd. 

Sir Cha. Madam, you've ſaid the very Thing Il urg'd 


to him; I know her Temper ſo well, faid I, that tho” 
ſhe doared on you, if you once ſtood out apainſt her, 


| ſhe'd ſooner burſt than ſhew the leaſt Motion of Unza- 
faces. © „%%% „ 
I.. Bet, I can aſſure you, Sir Charles, my Lord won't 
find h1:vſelt deceiv'd in your Opiniun —»Piqued! 
J i 
L. Ea. Alas, poor Woman! how little do our Paſſions 
5 make us? 0 T 5 
I. Bet. Not but I wou'd adviſe him to have a little Re- 
gard to my Reputation in this Buſineſs: I wou'd have 
dim take hecd ot publickly affronting me. | | 


Sir Cha. Right, Madam, that's what [ Qiritly warn'd 


him of; for among Friends, whenever the World ſees. 
bim follow another Woman, the malicious Tea- tables 
will be very apt to be tree with your Lady ſhip, 


L. Bet. I'd have him conſider that, methinks. 


Sir Cha, But alas! Madam, tis not in his Power to 
think with Reaſon, his mad Reſentment has deſtroy'd 


ev'n his Principles of common Honeſty : He conſiders no- 
thing but a ſenſeleſs proud Revenge, which ia his Fi: of 


3 Lunacy tis impoſſible that either Threats or Danger can 
diſſuade lim from. 1 7 1 8 
L. Be:. What! does be defy me, threaten me! then he 


ſhall ſe- that I have Paſſions too, and know, as well as 
he, to tir my Heart againſt any Pride that dares inſult me. 
Does te ſuppoſe I fear him? Fear the little Malice of a 


{lighted Paſſion, that my own Scorn has ſtung into a de- 


[Alide. | 


— _ . r= TY 
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ſpiſed Reſentment ! Fear him! O! it provokes me to 
think he dare have ſuch a Thought! 

L. Ea. Dear Creature, don't diſorder your ſelf ſo. 

L. Bet. Let me but live to fee him once more within 
my Power, and PII forgive the reſt of Fortune. 


[Walking vidi d. 


L. E well! certainly I am very ill|-natur'd ; for tho 


I fee this News has diſturb'd my Friend, I can't help be- 


ing pleas d with any Hopes of my Lady Graveairs's bein 
bother wiſe diſpos'd of. [Aſide.] My Dear, I am a 
you have provok'd her a little too far. 


Sir Cha. Oh! not at all—You fhall fee—Vll — 


Her, and ſhe'll cool like a Diſh of Tes. 


L. Bet. 1 may fee him with * complaining pace 


ain — 
Sir Cha. I am forry, Madam, you fo wrongly judge 


of what I've told yon; I was in Hopes to have ſtirr d 
your Pity, not your Anger; I little thought your G- 
nerofity wou'd puniſh him for Faults, which you your | 

Yonder he comes, 
and all the World with him: Might I adviſe you, Ma- 


felf reſoly'd he ſhould commit 


dam, you ſhou d not reſent the thing at all I wou d 
not ſo much as ſtay to ſee him in his Fault; nay, I'd 
be the laſt that heard of it: Nothing can ſting him 


more, or ſo Juſtly puntth his Folly, as your utter Neglect . 


ä of = 
I. Ea. Come, dear Creature, be perſuaded, and go 
8 with me, indeed it will ſhew more indifference to 
avoid him. 


L. Bet. No, . PII oblige his Vanity for once, and 


ſtay to let him ſee how ſtrangely he has piqued me. 
Bir Cha. [ Aſide.] O not at all to ſpeak of; you had as 


pood part with a little of that Pride of yours, or I ſhall | 


yet make i it a very troubleſome Companion to you, 


[Goes from them and whiſpers Lord Morelove. 


Enter Lord Foppirgton; a lutle after, Lord Morelove, Lady 
| raven ts, and other Ladies. 


1. Fop. Ladies, your Servant=—O ! we have wanted 


Jou bey aud Diver ſion. 


— —ͤ—m - 


1. Bet 


> 
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L. Ber. Well! my Lord! have you ſeen my Lord 
Morelove ? 
L. Fop. Seen him!——ha! ha! 80 [ have lach 


things to tell you, Madam —- you'll die— 


L. Bet. O pray let's hear em, I was never in a better 
Humour to receive tbem. 

L. Fop. Hark you. | [They whiſper. 

IL. Mo. So, fhe's engig d already. [To Sir Charles, 

Sir Cha. So much the better; make but 3 7 Advan- 
tage of my Succeſs, and ſhe's undone. 


TI. Ha! ha! ha! 


L. Bet. | 
Sir Cha. You fee already what ridiculous Pai ns ſhe's ta» 
king to ſtir your 1 and cover her own. : 


Le Feb. 0 Ha! ba! ha! 


p L. Bee. 
| | L. Mo. O never fear me; Pa upon my Word, it now 
5 appears ridiculous even to me. 


Tyrant. [ Aſide. 


juſt 


Sir Cha. And hark you—. [ biſders I. More. 
L. Ber. And ſo the Widow was as | full of Airs a8 dis 


Lordſhip? 


Sir Cha. yup obſerve that, and tis impoſſible you can 
tail, [ Aſide. 
L. Mo. Dear Charles, you have convinc d me, and I 


| thank you. 


L. Gra. My Lord Morelove! What do you leave us? 
L. Mo. Ten thouſaud Pardons, Madam, 1 was but 


L. Gra. Nay, nay, tio Excuſes, my Lord, ſo you will 
but let us bave you again. | 
Sir Cha, [ 4{;de to L. Gra.] I fee you have good Hu- 

mour, Madam, When you like your Company. 

I.. Gra. And you ſee, for all your mighty Thirſt of 
Dominion, co u'd ſtoop to be obedient, if one thought * 
worth one's "while to make you ſo. 

Sir Cha. Ha! Power would make her an admirable 


L. Es. [Obſerving Sir Charles and L. Gravezes.] So! 
there's another Couple Have quarrel'u too, I fin —— 
Thole Airs to my Lord Morelove, * as if delign'd to 

recover 


1 * * - P * * 
* 
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recover Sir Charles into Jealouſy : 1 endeavour to join 


the Company, and it may be, that will let me into the 


Secret. Ade] My Lord Foppington, I vow this is very 


uncomplaiſant, to engroſs ſo agreeable a Part of the Com- 5 
pany to your ſelf, 


Sir Cha. Nay, my Lord, this is not fair indeed to Cn» 


ter into Secrets among Friends !—L:1dies, what toy you? 
I think we ought to declare againſt it. 


Ladies. O! no Secrets, no Secrets. 
L. Bet. Well, Ladies, I ought only to ask your Pardon: 


My Lord's excuſable, for 1 wou'd haul him into a Cor- 


ner, 


L. Fop. I leer tis very bard ho! I obſerve two people 


of extreme Condition, can no ſooner grow particular, 
but the Multitude of both Sex:s are immediately up, and 
think their Properties invaded - 
L. Bet. Odious Multitude 
L. Fop. Periſh the Canaille. 


L. Gra. O, my Lord, we Women have al Reaſon fo 


be jealous of Lady Betty Modiſh's Power. 


I. Mo, [To L. Betty. ] As the Men, Madam, all have | 

of my Lord Foppington; belide Favourites of great Merit 
diſcourage thoſe of an inferior Claſs for their Prince's | 
Service: He has already loſt you one of you Retinue, 


Madam. 


L. Bet. Not at all, my Lord, bs has only made Room 


for another ; One muſt ſometimes make Vacancies, or 


there could be no Preferments. | 
IL. Ea. Ha! ha! Ladies Favours, my Lord, like Places 


at Court, are not always held for Lite, you know, 

L. Bet. No, indeed! if they were, the poor fine Wo- 
men, wou'd be all us'd like their Wives, and no more 
minded than the Buſineſs of the Nation. 

L. Ea. Have a care, Madam, an unde ſeruing Favourite 
has been the Ruin of many a Prince's Empire. 


L. Fop. Ha! ha! Upon my Soul, Lady Betty, we muſt 
grow more diſcreet; for poſitiveiy it we go on at this 
Tate, we (ſhall have the World throw you under the Scan- 
dal of Conſtancy, and I ſhall have all the Swords ot Con- 


dition at my Throat for a Monopolist. 
L. Mo 
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my Indifference? 


ceed as well as your Lordſhip's. 
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. L. Mo. O! there's no great Fear of that, my Lord, tho 


the Men of Senſe give it over, there will be always ſome 


idle Fellows vain enough to believe their Merit may ſuc- 


L. Bet. Or it they ſhou'd not, my Lord, Caſt Lovers, 


you know, need not fear being long out of Employment, 
while there are ſo many well-diſpos'd People in the World 


There are generally Neglected Wives, Stale Maids, or Cha- 


ritable Widows always ready to relieve the Neceſſities of 
a difappointed Paſſion— and, by the way, Hark you, 


Sir. Charles. . 


L. Mo. Aale] So! ſhe's flirr'd, I ſee; for all her Pains | 
to hide it— ſhe wou'd hardly have glanc'd an Affront 


at a Woman ſhe was not piqued at. 


L. Gra. [ Aſide.] That Wit was thrown at me, I ſup- 
poſe; but II return it. . 5 Es | 
IL. Ber. [Softly to Sir Char'es.] Pray, how came you all 
this while to truſt your Miſtreſs fo eafily ? 


Sir Cha. One is not ſo apt, Madam, to be alarm'd at 
the Liberties*of an- old Acquaintince, as perhaps you L/ 
dyſhip ought to be at the Reſentment of an Hard- us d, Ho- 


nourable Love. 


I.. Ber. Suppoſe I were alarm'd, how does that make 
| you eaſy? 8 us „%% Ee 
Sir Cha, Come, come, be wiſe at laſt; my truſting 
them together, may eaſily convince you, that (as I told 
yu before) I know his Addreſſes to her are only out- 
werd. and *twill be your Fault now, it you let him go 
on 'till the World thinks him in earneſt; and a Thouſand 
buſy Tongues are ſet upon malicious Enquiries into your 


Reputation. 


L. Ber. Why, Sir Charles, do you ſuppoſe while be be- 


haves himſelf as he does, that I won'c convince him of 


Sir Cha. But hear me, Madam 


L. Gra. [Aſide.] The Air of that Whiſper looks as 


if the Lady had a Mind to be making her Peace a- 


gain; and 'tis poſſible, his Worſhip's being fo buy 
| 1n the Matter too, may proceed as much from his Jea- 
| louſy of my Lord with me, as Friendſhip to her, at 


leaſt 
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leaſt 1 fanſy ſo; therefore I'm reſolv'd to keep her 
ſtill piqued and prevent it, tho it be only to gall. 
him 


Sir Charles, that is not fair to take a Pri- 

vilege you juſt now declar'd againſt in my Lord Fop- 
ington. ; | Shox e 

L. Mo. Well obſerv'd, Madam. 


L. Gra. Beſide, it looks ſo affected to whiſper, when 


5 every Body gue ſſes the Secret. 
I.. Mo. Ha! ha! a! 


that have any Repard to their Actions, are not ſo ſoon 


gueſs d, as theirs that have made a Conficeat of the whole | : 


Town. I 
I.. Fop. Ha! ha! ha! 


I. Gra. A Coquette in her affected Airs of Diſdain tos 
revolted Lover, I'm afraid muſt exceed your LI Iyſhip in 

Prudence, not to let the World fee at the fame tine, | w 

5 wk give her Eyes to make her Peace with him: Ha! | 


I. Mo. Ha! hat hat 5 


I. Ber. Twould be 2 Mortification indeed, if it | 
were in the Power of a fading Widow's Charms to | 
prevent it; and the Man muſt be miſerably reoue'd ſure, 
that cau'd bear to live buried in Woollen. or take up | 
Wird the Motherly Comforts of a Swar-skin Petticoat. 


Ha! hat | 
I.. Fop. Ha! ha! ha! 


L. Gra. Widows, it ſeems, are not ſo ſqueamiſh to 
their In tereſt, they know their own Minds and take the | 
Man they like, tho? i: happens to be one, that a froward | 
vain Gul has difoblig'd, and is pining to be Friends | 


WI 7, 


I., Mo. Nay, tho'it happens to be one, that confeſſes | 
ne 9n\< was fond of a Piece of Folly, and afterwards 


aſham'd on't. 


IL. Bee. Nay, my Lord, there's no ſtanding againſt | 


two of you, 


L. Fop. No, Faith, that's odds at Tennis, my Lord: 


Not but if your Ladyſhip pleiſcs, I'll endeavour to 


| Leey 


I.. Ber. O! Madam, your Pardon in particular: But cis 
poſſible you may be miſtaken: The Secrets of People | 
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our Back-hand a little : Tho' upon my Soul you 
= 1 fely ſet me up at the Line: For, knock me 
down, if ever I ſaw a Reſt of Wit better play's, than 
that laſt, in my Life What oy, Feb Madam, 
ſhall we engage? 
L. Bet. As you pleaſe, my Lord. | 
„ Pop Ha! ha! ha! Allow! Towe de Bon, Foues n 


LK © pardon me, Sir, I ſhall never think my 


ſelf in any thing a Match for the Lady. 


L. Fop. To you, Madam. 
L. Bet. That's much, my Lak when 4 World knows 


you have been ſo mary Years * me to play the Fo 
with you. 


I.. Fop. Ah! Bien joue. Ha! ha! hat: 


LI. Mo, At that Game, I confeſs, your Lady ſhip has | 

N — 8 a much properer Perſon to improve your 

-7 une | 

I., Fp. To me, 112 1 Lord, Lyrefome 

| whoever the Lady thinks fit to play the Fool with, 
will at leaft be able to give as much Envy as the wiſe | 

| Perſon that had nor Wit enough to keep well with her 

| when he was fo. 


L. Gra. O! my Lord! Both Parties muſt needs be great= 


| ly bappy, for"l dare ſwear, neither wil} have any _— 


to diſturb 'em, 
L. Mo. Ha! ha! 
I.. Ber. None that will diſturb *rm, 1 dare ſwear. 5 


I. Fop. He! ha! hat 


L. Mo. H 
: L. Gra, Ha! hat ha! 


ED Sir Che. 1 don't know, Gentlefolks—— but you are alt 
in extreme good Humcur, methinks; 1 hope there's none 


of it affected. 
L. Ea. I ſhou'd be loth to anſwer for any but my Lord 


| FolPingean. Lide. 
I. Bee. Mine is not, II ſwear. | | 
I.. Mo, Nor mine, I'm ſure. 


L. Gra, Mine's fincere, d d upon't. 
| FA, Mine s 7 epend upon | . Fopy. 
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I. Fop. And may the eternal Frowns of the whole Sex 


doubly demme, if mine is not. 


L. 22. Well, good People, I am mighty glad to bear 
it, You have all perfor d extremely well: But if you | 


pleaſe, you ſhall eva give over your Wit now, while it 
is well. 


L. Bet. [To her ſelf.) Now I ſee his Humour, VI! ſtand 


it out, if I were ſure to die for't. 

Sir Cha. You ſhou'd not have yeocreded ſo far with my 
Lord Fopping ton, after what | had told you. 

\ Aſide to L. Bet. 


L. Ber. Pray, Sir Charles, give me leave to underſtand | 


my ſelf a little. 
Sir Cha, Your Pardon, Madam, I thought 2 right Un- 


5 deſtanding wou'd have been for both your 3 and 1 


Reputation. 
L. Bet. For his perhaps. 


Sir Gba. Nay then, Madam, it's time for me to FER : 


care of my Friend. 


I Bes. I never in the leaſt doubted your Friendſh TY 
to himi in any thing that was to ſhew your ſelf my Ene- 


- you 


Sir Cha. Since I ſee, Madam, you have ſo ungrateful 
2 Senſe of my Lord Morelove's Merit, and my Service, I | 


ſhall never be aſham'd of uſing my Power henceforth to 
keep him entirely out of your Ladyſhip's. 


L. Bet. Was ever any thing fo inſolent! I could find in 
my Heart to run the hazard of a downright Compliance, 


ifit were only to convince bim, that my Power, perhaps, 


is not inferior to his. [ To her ſelf. | 


L. Ea. My Lord Foppington, I think you generally lead 


the Company upon theſe Occaſions. Pray will you think | 
of ſome prettier ſort of Diverfion for us, than Parties and 


Whiſpers? 


L. Fop, What ſay you, Ladies, ſhall we ſtep and ſce | 


what's done at the Baſſet- Table: 
L. Ber. With all my Heart; Lady Eap—— 
L. Ea, I think tis the beſt thing we can do, and bs. 


_ cauſe we won't part to Night, you ſhall all Sup where | 


you Din'd— What lay you, my Lord? 


L. Mo, 


y 
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L. Me. Your Ladyſhip may be ſure of me, Madam. 
L. Fop. Ay! ay! we'll all come. 
I. Ea. Then pray let's change Parties a little. My Lord 
Foppington, you ſhall Squire me. 
I. Fop. O! you do me Honour, Madam] | 
I. Bet. My Lord Morelove, pray let me ue with 
ou. 
. L. Mo. Me, Madam? 
L. Bet. If you pleaſe, my Lord. 
L. Mo, Ha! That Look ſhot through me! what n 
this mean? I Aſide. 
L. Bet. This is no proper Place to tell you what it is, 


but there is one thing I'd fain be truly an{wer'd in: 1 


ſuppoſe you'll be at my Lady oy by and by, and if 
you'll give me leave there 


IL. Ale. If you pleaſe to do me that Honour, Macam, 
I ſhall certainly be there. 


L. Bet. That's all, my 1 | 
L. Mo. Is not your Ladyſhip for Walking? 
L. Bet. If your Lordſhip dares venture with me. 


L. Mo. O! Madam! [Taking her Hand.] How my Heart 


dances, what Heav'nly Mufick's 1 in her Voice, when ſoft- 


ned into Kindnelss _ „ 
L. Ber. Ha! his Hand trembles—Sir Charles may be 
- miſtakes. 


L. Fop. My Lady Graveairs, you won't let Sir Charles 


leave us? 
L. Gra, No, my Lord, well follow you—— ſtay a 


little. | I Io Sir Charles, 
Sir Cha. I thought your Ladyſbip. — to follo 


em. 
I. Gra, Perhaps I'd ſpeak with you. 


©" A Cha. But, Madam, conſider, we ſhall certainly de 


ohſerv'd. 
L. Gra. Lord, Sir! If you thiak 1 it ſuch a Favour. 


slr Cha. Is ſhe gone! let her 20 6. 
[Exif inging. 


ACT 
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[Exit haſtily. 
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AC T > 8 CE N * 1. 
| The I C E NE continues. 


Enter Sir Charles and Lord Moreloye. 


Sir Cha. C Ome a little this way my Lady | 


Graveairs had an Eye upon me, 3s I ſtole 
off, and I'm apprehenſive will make uſe of any Opportu- 
nity to talk with me. 


L. Mo. O! we are pretty ſafe here—— well: you |. 


were ſpeaking of Lady Betty. 

Sir Cha. Ay, my Lord —— I fay, ei all 
this ſudden Change ot her 1 I wou'd not have 
you yet be too ſecure of her: For, between you and I, 


fince, as I told you, I have profeſs d my ſelf an open E- 


nemy to her Power with you, tis not impoſſible but this 


new Air of good Humour may very much proceed from 
a little Woman's Pride, of — me you are not yet 


out of her Power. 


L. Mo. Not unlikely : But till can we make 1 no Ad: 


vantage of it? 


Sir Cha. That's what I have been thinking of—look 


you Death! my Lady Graveairs? 
L. Mo. Ha! She will — Audience, I find. 
Sir Cha. There's no avoiding her the Truth j is, I 
| have ow'd her a little good Nature a great while] ſee 
there is but one way of getting rid of her l muſt ev'n 
appoint her a Day of Payment at laſt, If you'll ſtep into 


my Lodgings, my Lord, I'll juſt rien Anſwer, and | 


be with you in a Moment, 
L. Mo. Very well, I'll ſlay there for you. 7 
[Exit Lord Morclove! 
Enter Lady Grayeairs on 5 other fide, 
IL. Gra. Sir Charles! 


Sir Cha. Come, come, no more of theſe e | 
fal Looks; you'll find, Madam, I have deſerv'd better | 


of you than your e imagines s it a Fault 
= 


—— 


„„ 2 


. 


n — 
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to be tender of your Reputation? — fy, fy,— This may 
be a proper time to Talk, and of my Contriving too. 
: nn Lord Morelove on pur- 

ſe. . 
L. Gra. May I believe you? | | 
Sir Cha. Still doubting my Fidelity, and miſtaking my 
_ Diſcretion for want of good Nature. | 
L. Gra. Don't think me troublefome——Forl confeſs 
ly | "tis Death to think of pirting with you: Since the World 
ſees, for you I have neglected Friends and Reputation, 
U- | have ſtood the little Inſults of diſdainful Prudes, that en- 
_ | vy'd me perhaps your Friendſhip; have born the freezing 
Ut |. Looks of near and general Acquaintance——Since this is 
| ſo——don't let em ridicule me too, and ſay my fooliſh 
ll | Vanity undid me; don't let em point at me as a Caſt 
Sir Cha, You wrong me to ſuppoſe the Thought; 
you'll have better of me when we meet: When ſhall you ----- | 
1s | be at leifure? C 
m L, Gra. I confeſs, I would ſee you once again; if what 
| I have more to fay prove ineffectual, perhaps it may con- 
vince me then, tis my Intereſt to part with you——Caa 
d. you come to Night? 3 5 
| Sir Ch. You know we have Company, and I'm afraid 
kk | they'll ſtay too late Can't it be before Supper 
What's a Clock now? TE 
L. Gra, It's almoſt Six. | 1 
1 Sir Cha. At Seven then be ſure of me, *till when, 1'd 
ee have you go back to the Ladies to avoid Suſpicion, and 
"n | about that time have the Vapours. 
to | LI, Gra. May I depend upon you? „ 
nd Sir Cha. Depend on every thing A very troubleſome 
Bufineſs this — ſend me once fairly rid on't— if ever I'm 
caught in an Honourable Affair again!— A Debt now that 
ſe, | a little ready Civility, and away, would ſatisfy, a Man 
I mignt bear with; hut to have a Rent Charge upon one's goods 
Nature, with an unconſcionable long Scroll of Arrears too, 
h- that would eat out the Profits of the beſt Eftate in Chrii- 
er | tendom—ah— Intolerable! Well! Vil ev'n to my Lord. 
ult | and ſhake off the Thoughts ont. Exit. 
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Enter Lady Betty and Lady Eaſy. 
I. Ber. 1 obſerve, my Dear, you have uſually this great 


Fortune at Play, it were enough to make one ſuſpect your 
od luck with an Husband, 


L. Ea. Truly 1 don't complain of my Fortune either 


that our old Aunts and Grand mothers would perſuade us 

of? ? 5 
L. Ea. Upon my Word, 1f I had the worſt Husband 
in the World, 1 ſhould ſtill think ſo. 


I. Bet. Ay. but then the Hazard of not having 2 good 73 


| ene, my Dear. 
L. a. You may have 2 good one, I dare fay, ” you 


don't give Airs till you ſpoil him, 


I. Ber. Can there be the fame dear, full Delight in pive | 
ing Eaſe, as Pain? O! my Dear, the Thought of n | 


8 with one's Power is inſupportable! 


L. Za. And the keeping it. till it do indles i into no Power 


at all, is moſt ruefully fooliſh. 
IL. Bet. But ſtill to marry before one 's heartily i in Love. 
IL. Ea, Is not halt fo formidable a Calamity — but if J 
have any Eyes, my Dear, you'll run no great Hazard of 
that, in venturing upon my Lord Morelove— You 
don't know, perhaps, that within this half Hour the 
Tone of your Voice is ſtrangely ſoften d to him, ha! 
i 
L. Bet. My Dear, you are poſi-ively, one or other, the 
molt cenſorious Creature in the World— and fo, I ſee it's 


fn vain to talk with you—— Pray, Will yu go back to | 


tde Company? 
L. Ea. Ah! Poor Lady Betty | | [Exennt, 


7 be 8 GE N E changes to Sir Charles's Lodgings bh 


Enter Sir Charles and Lord Morelove. 


L. Mp. Charles! you have tranſported me! you have 


made my Part in the Scene ſo very eaſy too, - 
ble 1 ſhould fail in it, 2 * W 


Sir 


L. Bet. Pry'thee tell me, you are often adviſing me to is 
are there thoſe real comfortable Advantages in Marriage, 


20 


ſions. 


did call you. 


* Sir Cha. Well, don't be uneaſy I am not Angry wit 
you Now—Come and kiis me. r 
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Sir Cha. That's what I conſider'd: for now the more 
throw your ſelf into her Power, the more I ſhall be 
able to force her into yours. 
L. Mo. After all (begging the Ladies Pardon) Your fine 
Women, like Bullies, are only ſtout when they know their 
Men: A Man of an honeſt Courage may fright 'em into 


' any thing! Well, 1 am fully inſtructed, and will about it 


inftantly—Won't you go along with me? 
Sir Cha. That may not be ſo proper; — beſides I have 


a little Buſineſs upon my Hands. Ns N 
I. Mo. O! your Servant, Sir— Good by to you yo 


ſhan't ſtir. 8 SY | £ 3 
Sir Cha My Lord, your Servant. [Exit L. Mo. 
So! now to diſpoſe ot my ſelf, till *tis time to think of 
my Lady Graveairs— Umph! —I have no great Maw to 


|| that Buſineſs, methinks ] don't find my ſelf in Hu- 


mour enough to come up to the Civil things, that are 
uſually expected in the making up of an old Quarrel 


5 [Edging croſſes the Stage.] There goes a warmer Tempta- 


tion by half Ha into my Wife's Bedchamber 
too queſtion if the Jade has any great Buſineſs 
there ;—1 have a Fancy ſhe bas only a mind to be tak- 


ing the Opportunity of no Body's being at Home, to 


make her Peace with me——let me ſce— ay, I ſhall 


| have time enough to go to her Ladyſhip atterwards ——= 


Beſides I want a little Sleep, I find—Your young Fops 
may talk of their Women of Quality— but to me 
now, there's a ſtrange agreeable Convenience in a Crea- 

ture one is not oblig d to iay much to upon theſe Occa- 


| Enter Edging. 
Eg. Did you call me, Su? 5 
Sir Cha. Ha! all's Right [ 4/ide.] — Les, Madam, I 
„ 5 5 [ Sits down, 

Edg. What would you pleaſe to have, Sir? 5 


5 Sir Cha Have! why, I would have you grow a good > 


Girl, and know when you are well us'd, Huſly, 
Edg. Sir | dot coinpiain of any thing not I. 


5 
Ng 


5 
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Jag. Lard, Sir! 
Sir Cha. Don't be a Fool now— come hither. 
Edg. Pſhaw | 
Sir Cha. No wry Face—ſo—fit down. 


I won't have 


you look Grave neither, let me ſee you ſmile, you Jade | 


you. 
Edg. Hah! bah! 


| [Laughs and Bluſhes, 
Sir Cha. Ah, you melting Rogue. 


Fag. Come, don'c you be at your Tricks now—Lard! | 


can? t you fir ſtill and talk with one? 1 am ſure there's ten 
times more Love in that, and fifty times the Satisfaction, 
People may ſay what they whl, 

Sir Cha, Well! now you're Gocd, you ſhall have your 
own Way.— 


 Nleep — [Exit Sir Charles, 
. en. 5ir— for all his way, ſee he likes me 
ſitill. 3 


| The SC EN E changes 20 the Terras. | 
Enter Lady Berty, Lady Eaſy, and Lord Morelove. 


1 Mo. Nay, Madam, there you are too ſevere upon 
bim tor bating now and then a little Vanity, my Lord 
Foptington does not want Wit lomerimes to make him a 
very tolerable Woman's Man. 

L. Ber, But ſuch Erernal Vanity grows Tireſome. 


L. Ea. Come, it he were not fo looſe in his Morals, | ti 


Vanity methinks might be eaſily excus'd, conſidering how 
much *ris in Fiſhion: For pray obſerve, what's half the 
Converſation of moſt} of the fine young People about 
Town, but a perpe val Aff. ctation of appearing fore- 
moſt in the Knowledge of Manners, new Modes, and 
1 and in that I don't ſee any Body comes up to 
im. 

L. Mo. Nor l i hens lie comes—Pray, Ma- 
dam, let's have a little more of him; no Body ſhews him 
to more Advantage than your Lady ſhip. 


| L. Ber. 


-I am golng to le down in the next 
Room; and, fince you love a little Chat, come and throw 
my Night. Gow] over me, and you ſhall ralk me to 


[ Goes to him, | 


Exit aſter him. 


| 
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I. Be. Nay, with all my Heart; you'll ſecodd me, my 
Lord. 
L. Mo. Upon Occaſion, Madam 
L. Ea. Engaging upon Parties, my Lord? | 
[ Aſide and ſmiling to E Mo. 
Enter Lord Foppington. | 
L. Fop. So, Ladies! what's the Affair now? 


L. Ber. Why you were, my Lord; I was allowing you 
a great many good Qualities ; but Lady Eaſy ſays you are 


perfect Hypocrite : and that whatever Airs you give 
your {elf to the Women, ſhe's confident you value no 
Woman in the World equal to your own Lady, 


L. Fop. You ee, Madam, how I am ſcandaliz'd upon 
| your Account, But it's ſo natural for a Prude to be ma- 


licious, when a Man endeavours to be well with any Body 


but her ſelf ; did you never obſerve ſhe was Piqu'd at 


that before ? Ha! ha! 


| L. Ber. Vil ſwear you are + provoking Creature. | 
L. Fop. Let's be more familiar upon't, and give her 
D forcer : Ha! ha! 


L. Bet. Ha! ha! ba! 

L, Fop. Stap my Breath, but Lady Eaſy is an Admirable 

Diſcoverer- Marriage is indeed a Prodigious Security 
of one's Inclination : A Man's likely to take a World of 
Pains in an Employment, where he can't be turn'd out 


for his Idleneſ*, 

L. Bet. I vow, my Lord, that's vaſtly Generous to 
| all the fine Women, you are for giving them a Deſpo- 
| tick Power in Love, I ſee, to reward and puniſh as they 


think fit. 
L. Fop. Ha! ha! Right, Madam, what ſignifies Beauty 
without Power? And a fine Woman when ſhe's Married 


makes as ridiculous a Figure, as a Beaten General march-_ 


ing out of a Garriſon. 
L. Ea. l'm afraid, Lady Ben the greateſt Danger i in 


| your Ule of Power, would be from a too heedleſs Libe- 

nlity: you would more mind the Man than his Merit, 
L. Fop. Piqued again, by all that's Fretful—Well, cer- 

taiply to give Envy is a Pl-alure ine xpreſſible. 


F- 


[19 Lad Betty 
L. Bets 


— 
— Sond So or - 


fraid I am rude all this while. 15 * 
LI. Ea. O not at all, my Lord, you are always good 

Company, when you pleaſe: not but in ſome things, in- 
deed, you are apt to be like other fine Gentlemen, a little 
too looſe in your Principles. 95 
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L. Bet, Ha! ha! 
L. Ea. Does not ſhe ſhow him well, my Lord? 


| Aide to L. Mo. 
L. Mo. Per ſectly, and me to my ſel.— For now I a 
moſt bluſh to think I ever was uneaſy at bim. 

80 [To Lady Eaſy, 
ardons, I'm a- 


& Fop. Lady Eaſy, I ask ten thouſand P 


I.. Fop. O, Madam, never to the Offence of the LA 


dies, I agree in any Community with them; no Body 
is a more conſtant Churchman, when the fine Women | 
are there, „ „„ | 
L. Ea. O fy, my Lord, you ought not to go for their | p. 
| fakes at all. And I wonder, you that are for being ſuch a | 
good Husband of your Virtues, are not afraid of bringing 
your Prudence into a Limpoon or a Play, TY 7 
L. Betr. Lampoons and Plays, Madam, are only things 
to be hugh'd at  — 5 | 


L. Ms. Plays now indeed one need get be C much 3 


fraid of, for ſince the late ſhort-fighted View of em, 
Vice may go on and proſper, the Stage dares hardly ſhew 
a Vicious Perſon ſpeaking like himſelf, for fear of being 
call Prophane for expoling him. | 


L Ea. 'Tis hard, indeed, when People won't diſt in- 


guiſh between what's meant for Contempt, and what for 

Example. EE — 3 : 
| | Fop Od fo! Ladies, the Court's coming home, I 
ſee ſhall not we make our Bows? | 


L. Bet. O! by all means. 


| 5 L. Ea. Lady Betty, I muſt leave you; For I'm big d 5 
to wri'e Letters, and | know you won't give me Time 5 
after S pper. | | | NM 


L. Ber, Well, my Dear, I'll make a ſhort Viſit and be 


with you. © [Exit Lady Eaſy, | 
Pray what's become of my Lady Graveairs? = 7"OY 


«cm oe wy ee 


L. Mo, | 


as - 


7 


0 


We 


| . 
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L. Mo. Oh, I believe ſhe's gone home, Madam, ſhe 
ſeem'd nor to be very well, 
L. Fop. And where's Sir Charles, my Lord ? 
L. Mo. I left him at his own Lodpings. 
L. Bet. He's upon ſome Ramble, I'm afraid. 
L. Fop. Nay, as for that Matter, a Man may ramble at 
home ſometimes— But here come the Chaiſes, we mult 


4: make a little more Haſte, Madam. N 1 


The 5 C E NE changes zo Sir Charles 5 Lodging. 


Enter Lady Eaſy, and a Servant, 
L. Ea. Is vour Maſter come home ? | 
Serv. Yes, Madam. 
L. Ea. Where is he? | | 
Sv. 1 believe, Midam, be's hid Jown to fleep, 


L. Es. Where's Eiging? Bid her get me ſome Wax and 
Paper — (toy, it's no matter, now I think on it— there's 
[ Exexnt ſeverally. 2 


| The SCENE opens, and diſcovers Sir Charles 
without his Periwig, and Edgiug by him, both 


ſome above upon my Toilet, 


aſleep in two eaſy Chairs, 


ns enter Lady Eaſy, who arts a trembies, fore time 


unable to ſpeak. 
L. Ea. Fat | 
protect me Virtue, Patience, Reaſon! 


Teach me to bear this killing Sig'it, or let 


Me think my dreaming Senſes are deceiv d! 
For ſure 2 Sight like This might raiſe the Arm 
Of Duty, ev'a to the Breaſt of Love! At leaſt 
Fl throw this Vizor of my Patience eff: 


| Now wake him in his Guilt, 
| And bwefac'd front him with my Wrongs. 


| PL talk to him till be bluſhes, nay till be 


Frowns on me, perhaps——and then 


I m loſt again The Eaſe of a few Tenn 


Is all that's left to me 


5 on Duty too forbids me to ioſule, 
= » When 


8 ²˙ nn 2 — 
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When I have vow'd Obedience ———— Perhaps 
The Fault's in me, 2d Nature has not form'd 

Me with the Thouſand little 1 

That warm the Heart to Love | 

Somewhere there is a Fault. 

But Heav'n beſt knows what both of us e 

Ha! Bare-hca ed, and in ſo ſound a Sleep! 

Who knows, while thus expos'd to th'iunwholfom Air, 

But Heav'n offended may o'ertake his Crime, 
And, in ſome languiſhing Diſtemper leave him 

A ſevere Example of its violated Laws = 
Forbid it Mercy and forbid it Love. 

This may prevent it. 


[Takes a Steinkirk off her Neck, and lays 1 5 


gently on bis Head, 


| And if he ſhou'd wake offended at my too buſy Care. let | 


my Heart-breaking Patience, * and my fond Affec- 


tion plead my Pardon, [Exit, 


[After ſhe has been ot ſome Time, 4 Bell rings; 
___ Edging wakes, and flir. Sir Charles. 
5 Ede, Oh! -.. 
Sir Cha, How now! what's the matter? 
Eg. O! Bleſs my Scul, my Lady's come hame. 
Sir Cha. Go, go ther, [ Bell rings, 


Edg. O lud! My Head's in ſuch a Condition too, [Runs | 
10 the Glaſs] | am coming, Madam——0O lud! here's no | 
Powder ne.ther—Here, Madam. | {Exit 


Sir Cha. How now ! [ Feeling the Steinkirk upon hrs 
Head.) What's this? How came it here? [Pues on his 


Wig.] Did not I fee my Wife wear this to Day ? —— | 
Death! ſhe can't have been here, ſure—!t could not be 


Jealouſy that brought her home for my coming 
was accidental ſo too, I fear, might hers, 
How careleſs have | been ? 

neither Twas fooliſh It muſt be ſo! She cer- 
tainly bas ſeen me here ſleeping with her Woman: 


— 


If fo, how low an Hypocrite to her muſt that Sight | 
have prov'd me?— The Thought has made me deſpi- 
cable ev'n to my ſelf— How mean a Vice is Lying? and | 


| how often have theſe empty Pleaſures lull'd my Honour 


an! 


not to ſecure the Door | 


„ „„ _ V et os A % os 


Fas. | 


ov 


| Follies, and yet with what amazing Prudence has ſne 
born the ſecret Pangs of injur'd Love, and wore an e- 


| The SCENE changes to another 2 


Rip off all that Süver. 
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and my Conſcience to a Lethargy, ———while I groſly 
have abus'd her, poorly skulking behind a thouſand Falſ- 
hoods? Now [| reflect, this has not been the firſt of her 
Dilcoveries—— How contemptible a Figure muſt I have 
made to her? A Crowd of recolleted Circumſtances 
confirms me now, ſhe has been long acquainted with my 


verhſting Smile to me? This asks a little Thinking 
ſomething ſhould be done — l' fee her inſtantly, and 
be reſol;'d from her Behaviour. [ Exit. 


Enter Lady Eaſy and Edging. 


SS 4 
— 1 


Eag. Been, Madam! 1—1—1—l came as ſoon as 1 
L. Ea. How Guilt confounds her! but ſhe's below my 


Thought—Fetch my laſt new Scarf hither=———1 have } 


I. Ea. Where have you been, Eu'ging 33) 


d mind to alter it a little wake haſte. 


Edg. Yes, Madam, !] fee ſhe does not ſuſpect Pg ; 
thing. 55 : 1 VCC 
L. E4. Heigh he Sitting down, ] had forgo . | 4 


but l'm unfit for Writing Now ————'T was an hard 


Conflict —yet it's a Joy to think it over: A ſc- 
cret Pride, to tell my Heart my Conduct hes been 1 
t —— How low are Vicious Minds, that offer 1 


njuries, how much ſuperior Innocence that bears 


em ?—— —— Still there's a Pleaſure ev'n in the Me- 


lancholy of a quiet Confcience———— Away my Fears, 


it is not yet impoſſible ———— for while his Hu- 


man Nature is not quite ſhook off, I ought not to | 

Re-enter Edging with a Scarf. | | 
Eg. Here's the Scarf, Midam. : ö 
I. EA. So, fit down there and, let me ſee—here— 


BD 4 EE. 


$4} 
i 
1 
) 
' 
g 
iq 


. it ef 
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Tag. Indeed, 1 always thought it would become your 


1. ob ter without it——-But now ſuppoſe, Madam, 


yu c1y'd another Row of Gold round the Scollops, and 


then you ake » lay this Silver plain all along the Ga- 
there, and your Lady ſhip will perfectly fee, it will give 


the Thing ent uſand times another Air. 


L. Ea. r'y tl ce don't be impertinent, do as I bid you. 
Edg. Ny, Modam, with all my Heart, your Ladyſhip | 

may do as you pleaſe, 5 1 Roy 
L. Ea. This (Creature grows fo confident, and I dare not 
part with her, left he ſhould think it Jealouſy. = [4ſide, 


2 Enter Sir Charles. 1 
Sir Cha, So, my Dear! What, at work! How are you 


2 employ d, pray? 


L. Ea. I was thinking to alter this Scarf, here, 
Sir Cha, What's amiſs? methinks it's very pretty. 
ag. Yes, Sir, it's pretty enough for that matter, but 


my Lady has a mind it ſhould be proper too, 


Sir Cha. Indeed! 


I. EA. 1 fanſy plain Gold and Black, would become me 


Sir Cha. That's a grave Thought, my Dear. 


Eg. O dear Sir, not at all, my Lady's much in the 


Right; I am ſure, as it is, it's fit for nothing but a Girl. 
Sir Cha, Leave the Room. | 
Edg. Lard, Sir! I can't ſtir-—I maſt ſtay to— 


SIChe Go ͤ | [ Axgęrily. 
Elg. [Throwing down the Work haſti y, and crying, aſide.] 
If ever | ſpeak to him again, I'll be burn d. oe | 

— 5 [Exit Edging, 
Sir Cha. Sit till, my Dear, —I came to talk with yu 


and which you well may wonder at, what I have to 


fay is of Importance too, but tis in order to my Hereat- 
ter always talking kindly to you, | 1 


L. Ea. Your Words were never diſobliging, nor can 


I charge you with a Look that ever had the Appearance 


of unkind, | . 
Sir Cha, The perpetual Spring of your good Humour, 
lets me draw no Merit from what I have appear'd to be, 
| | which 


Ma „ 
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which makes me curious now to know your Thoughts 


of what I really am: And never having ask d you this be- 


fore, it puzzles me; nor can I (my ſtrange Negligence 


| conlider'd) reconcile to Reaſon, your firſt Thoughts of 
ventur ing upon Marriage with me. 


I. Ea. I never thought it fuch a Hazard. 
Sir Cha How cou'd 2 Woman of your Refiraint in 
Principles, Sedateneſs, Senſe, and tender Diſpofirion, pra- 


ſe to ſee an happy Life with one (now I reflect) that 
hardly took an Hour's Pains ev'n before Marriage, to appear 
| but what I am : A looſe unheeded Wretch abſent in all 
I do, Civil, and as ofren Rude without Deftyn, unſes- 
ſonably thoughtful, eaſy to a Fault, and in my beſt of 

Praiſe. but carek fly good-natur'd; How ſhall I reconcile 
your Temper with having made fo ftrange a Choice . = 
our 
having never ſeem'd to be, but what you really were; 
, and ttro' that Carcleſſneſs of Temper, there ſtil] ſnone 
forth to me an undeſigning Honey, I always doubted | 

| of in ſmoother Faces: Thus while | ſaw you took leaſt 
Pains to win me, you pless'd and woo'd me moſt: Nay, 


L. Ea. Your own Words may anſwer you 


] have thought, that ſuch a Temper could never be de- 


 liber:tely unkind; Or at the worſt, I knew that Errors 
from wart of Thinking might be born; at leaft, when 


pr bably one Moment's ſcrious Theught would end em: 


| Theſe were my worlt of Fears, and theſe, when weigh'd 


by growing Love againſt my folid Hopes, were no- 
thing. 


Sir Cha. My Deas, your Underſtanding tartles me, 
and juitly cells my own in queſticn: I bluſh to think 


I'v. worn io b ight a Jewel in my Boſom, and till this 
Ho.;r, have ſcarce been curious once to look * its 


| Luitre. 
L. Ea. You ſet too bich a Value on the common _ 


liti- ot a+ en Wite. 
Sir Cha, Virtues, hke Reneſi's, are dads ns con- 


eta d: au, 1 conteſs, I yet ſuſpect you of an higher Vs: N 


lu ir, than | have fpr ke you. 
L. Ea. I underſtand you not, 


Ds Sir 


= OE — 
a 4 , . 


A anſwer you. | N 
Sir Cha. Your Will then be a Reaſon, and fince I 
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Sir Cha. I'll peak more phinly to you--be free and 


tell me—Where did you leave this Handkerchiet ? 
I. Ea. Hah! | 


OO | | 
I.. Ea. What ſhall I fay ? my Fears confound me. 


Sir Cha, Re not concern'd, my Dear, be eaſy in the 


Truth and tell me. 


L. Ea. I cannot ſpeak — and 1 cou'd wiſh yc ud not | 
oblige me to it— tis the only Thing I ever yet refus'd 


you—and tho' I want a Reaſon for my Will, let me not 


| ſee you are ſo generouſly tender of reproaching me, 
tis fir | ſhou'd be eaſy in my Gratitude, and make what 
ought to be my Shame, my Jy; let me be therefore 


pleas d to tell you now, your wondrous Conduct has 
wald me to a Senſe of your Diſquiet paſt, and Reſolu- 
tion never to diſturb it more=—— And (not that I offer 
it as a Merit, but yet in blind Con. pliance to my Will) | 


let me beg you would immediately diſcharge your Wo- 


L. Ea. Alas! I think not of her O, my Dear, diſtract 


me not with this Exccis of Goodneſs, [MWreping, 
Sir Cha. Nay, priſe me got, leſt I reflect how little 


I have ceicry'd it- I tee y..u're in Pain to give me this 


 Conrfufior. Ce me | will not ſhock your So'tneſs by my 
 pr«imels Reſh tor what is paſt, but rather ſootii you to 


a Ficaiure 2 my Senſe of Joy, for my recover'd Happis 
neſs to con e. Give then to my new-born Love, hat 
Name yu pleaſe, it car not, ſhall not be too kind; O! 


it car not be tao ſoft tor what my Soul ſwells up with 
Ewmul tion to deſerve- -- Receive me then :nrire at laſt, 
ar* .ke what yet no W man ever truly had, my con- 
quer'd ent. © 


IL. Ea. Otte ſoft Treaſure! O the dear Rewar of bug 


_ Cefirir, LV. Now I am bleſt inceed to tee you kin 

without ih' Fxperce f Pain in bring fo, to make you 
mine with k. ty ets: Th +! thus to have you mine, is 
ſomething more than Happineſs, tis douulke Lite, and 


Madneſs 


Sir Cha. What is't you ſtart at ? You hear the Queſ- | 


8 r 1 
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Madneſs of abounding Joy. But twas a Pain into- 
lerable to give you a Confuſion, 


Sir Cha, O thou engaging Virtue! Rut I'm 100 flow 
in doing Juſtice to thy Lov”: I know thy Softneſs will 


refuſe me; but remember l inſiſt upon it ——— let 


thy Woman be diſcharg'd this Minute, 
L. Ea. No, my Dear, think me not fo low in Faith, 
to fear that, after what you've ſaid, *twill ever be in her 


Power to do me future Injury: When [| can convenient- 
ly provide for her, I'll think on't: But to 3 her 
now, might let her gueſs at the Occaſion; and methinks, 
| ] wou'd have all our Differences, like our Rar cen 
be equally a Secret to our Servants. 


be it as 


Sir Cha. Still my Superior every way 


you have better thought — Well, my Dew, now I'll 
confeſ; a Thing that was not in your Power to accuſe 


me of; to be ſhort, I own this Creature | is not the only 


one 1 have been to blame with. 


L. Ea. I know ſhe is not, and was ways leſs con- 


* ce n'd to fiad it ſo, for e in Errors might bare 
been tal to me. 8 5 


Sir Cha. What is't you know, my Dear ? [Surpriz'd, 
L. Ez. Come, I am nat afraid to accuſe you now —— 


my Lady Graveairs -— Your Carleſaeſs, iny Dear, let 


all the Worl! knowit, and it wou'd have been hard i in- | 


| 


deed, had it been only to me a Secret. | 
Sir Cha. My Dear, Lil ask no more Queſtions, for 


fear of being more riciculous: I do-contels, l thought 
my Diſcretion there had been a Maſter- piece 
| Huw contemprible muſt | have look'd all this while ? 


L. Ea. You fhan't fay ſo. 
Sir Cha, Well, to be you ſee | had ſome Shame, as 

well as Nature in me, I had writ this to my Lady 
Gra veairs, upon my firſt diſcovering chat you knew I 

had wrong'd you: Rradir, 

L. Ea. [ Reads. ] Something has happen'd, that 

« preyen:s the Viſit 1 intended you; and I could 

« pladly wiſh, you never wou'd reproach me if 

I tell you, 'cis u terly inconyenieat that I ſhould 

ever ſee you more. 


This 
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This indeed was more than 1 had merited. 
Enter Servant. 

Sir Cha. Who's there? Here — Step with this ts, 

my Lady Graveairs. | 

95 [Seals the Letter, and gives it tothe N 

Serv. Yes, Sir — Madam, my Lady Betty's come. 

L. Ea. I' wait on her. 

Sir Cha. My Dear, I'm thinking there may be other 
| things my Negligence may have wroog'd you in ; but 
de aſſured, as | difecyer em, all ſhall be 3 166 

there any bor or Circ um ſtance in your Fortune that! 
can change. or yet make eaſi /r to you? | 

L. Ea. None, my Dear, your good Nature never ſtint= | 
ed mein that; and now, m — I have leſs nn. : 
there than ever. : 

Re enter Servant. 

Serv. Sir, my Lerd Morelove's come, | 

Sir Cha. I am coming I think I told you of 
the Defign we had laid ap ainſt bak Betty. a 

L. Ea. Vou did, and 1 ſhou's be pleas d to be my ſelf 
concern'd in it. : 
Sir Cha. I believe we may employ you: I know he 
waits for me with Impatience. But, my Dear, won't 
you think me taſt: leſs to the Joy y u've given me, to 
ſuffer at this time any Concern but you, remploy wy 
Thoughts? 

I. Ea. Seaſons muſt be obe y' d; and ſince 1 know 
your Frienc's Hoppinct- depending, ] cou'd not taſte my 
Own, ſhou'd „ou Hegle ct it. 

Sir Cha. T ou culy Sweetneſs O! what a 
Waſte on thy neglected Love h s my u; thinking Brain 
commited? Put Time and future Thritt f Tenderneſs, 
ſha] ye! repair it all. The Hours w:li come when this 
ſott hang Stream that ſwells . V Heart, unt errupted 
| ſhall renew IS Conor. 
And like the Ocean atre) Ebb, ſhall move 
With couſtant Force ol due returning Love. 

| [ Exeunt, 


| Fe 


— 


The Careleſs Hausband. 85 
The SCENE changes to another Room. 
And then Re-enter Lady Eaſy and Lady Betty. 


I. Ber. You've been in Tears, my Dear, and yet you 


look'd pleas d too. 
L. Ea. You'll pardon me, if I can't let you iato Cir- 


aumſtances: But be ſatisfied, Sir Charles has made me 
happy ev'n to a Pain of Joy. | 


L. Ber. Indeed I'm truly glad of it, tho' I am ſorry 
to find that any one who bas Generoſity enough to do 


yon Juſtice, ſhou'd unprovok'd be fo great an Enemy to 


I. Ea. Sir Charles your Enemy! | 1 
L. Bes. My Dear, you'll pardon me if I always thought 


him ſo, but now I am convinc'd of it. Oo» 
I.. Ea, In what, pray? | can't think you'll find 
—_ 1 5 e 1 e 
I. Ber. O! Madam it has been his whole Buſineſs of 
late to make an utter Breach between my Lord Morelove 
CC | | | 


L. EA. That ma be owing to your Uſage of my 


Lord: Perhaps he thought it wou'd not diſoblige you; 


1 am confident you are miſtaken in him. 5 
L. Bet. O! I don't uſe to be out in Things of this 


Nature, I can ſee well enough; Bur I ſhall be able to tell 


you more when | have talk'd with my Lord. 


I. Es. Here he comes; and becauſe you ſhall talk with 


him No Excuſes ——— for poſitively I will 


leave you together. ; 


L. Bet. Indeed, my Dear, I defire you woul ſtay then; 


& for, I know you think now, that [ tave a Mind [0 — 


L. Ea, To to — ha! ha! ha! [ Going» 
L. Bet. Well! remember this. | | 
e Enter Lord Moreloye. 
L. Mo. J hope I don't tright you away Madam? 


| 


I.. Ea. N'tatiil my Lord; but I mut bg your par- 
don tor a Moment, Il] wait upon yo immediately). 


[LE it. 


L. Mo, My Lady E25 gone? | 
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L. Mo. Perhaps. Madam, in Friendſhip to you ſhe 


thinks | may have deſerv'd the Coldneſs you of late have 


ſhewn we. ar d was willin to give you this Opportuni- 
ty to convince me, you have not cone it without juſt. 


Groun + and Revlon, 

L. Bet. Ho Ear.d/omely does he reproach me? But 
1 can't bear that he ſh-uld think I know it — [Aſide. 
My Lord, whatever has pa>'d be tweren you and me, [ 

dare {wear that could not be her Thoughts at this time: 

For when two People have appear'd proteſs'd Enem: es, 

ſte can't tut think one will as little cure to give, as te 
ther to receive 2 Juſtification of their Actions. 


I. Mo, Paſſion indeed often dues repeated Injurics on 
both fides, but I don't remember in my Heat of Error | 


] ever yet profeſs'd my trlf your Enemy, 
L Bet, My Lord, I ſhall be very tree with vou a] 


contels | do think now | have nor a greater n, in 


the W orld. 


L. Mo. lt having long 1550 you, to my own Diſcuiet, | 


de inju ious, I am contented then to Rand the torcmoſt 

5 of your Enemies. 

L. Bet. O my Lord, there's no great Fear of your be- 
ing my Fnemy that way, I dare ſay —— 


L. Mo, There's no other way my Heart can bear tg 
offend vou now, and I foreſee in that ie wil perliſt to 


my und ing. 


L. Bet Fie, fie, my Lord, we know where your 


Heart 1 is Wall enough. 


L. Mo. My Conduct hes indeed deſerv's this 3 


and therefore tis but juit I ſhou's ſubmi to your Re- 
ſent ment, * beg (* tho* I'm aſſured u vain) for Pa- on, 


( Kneels, 

Eurer Sir Charles 
Sir Cha. How, my Lord! | LL. Mo. riſes. 
L. Bet. Ha! He here? This was unlucky. [ 4/zde. 
L. Ao. O pity my Contufiun! | [To Z. ..ecty. 


Sir Cha lam ſorry to fee you can fo ſoon torget your 


| ſelf; methinks the Inſult you hav bury from that Lady, 


by this Time, ſhou'd have Wal d you into a Diſg it of 


ber regal d 8 Dion 


L Vs. | 
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L. Mo. Held, Sir Charles! While you and 1 are 
Friends, I defire you would ſpeak with Honour of this 
Lady — Dis ſufficient | hove no Complaint againſt 
her, and — 

L. Ber. My Lord, I beg you wou'd reſent this thin 
no farther: An Injury like this, is better puniſh'd wit 
our Contempt ; apparent Malice ſhou'd only be laugh'd 
At. 

Sir Cha, Ha! ha! the old Recourſe. Offers of any. 


Hopes to delude him from his Nefentment; and then, 
as the grand Monarch did with Cavalier, you are ſure to 


keep your Word with him. 


L Bet. Sir Charles, to let you know how 15 I am a- 


| bove your little Spleen, my Lord, your Hand from this 
Hour. 


Sir Cha. Pſhaw! Pſhaw! All Deſi en! all Pique! meer 


 Artifice, and diſappointed Woman. 

I. Bet. Look you, Sir, not that 1 . my Lord's 
Opinion of me; yet — 

Sir Cha Look you, Madam, in ſhort, jour Word 1 


been too oſten taken to let you make up Quarrels, as you 


uſed to do, with a ſoft Look, and a fair Promiſe you ne- 
ver intended to keep. 


L. Bet. Was ever ſuch an Inſolence? he won't give me 


leave to ireak, 

L. Mo. Sir Charles! 

L. Bet No pray, my Lord, have Patience; and fince 
his Ma ice ſeems to grow particular, dart "bis worſt, 
and urge him tv the Proof on't: Pray, Sir, wherein can 
you Charge me wirh Breach of Promiſe to my Lord? 


Sir Cha, Neath, you won't deny it? How often, to 


piece up a Quarrel, have you appointed. him to viſt 


you al -ne; and tho' you have pro is'd to fee no other 
Coi-par.y the Whole Day, when he hes come. he 
has teund you among the Lau; h of nuity "ops, Co- 
quets and Coxcombs, diſſolutely Gy, while your full 
Eyes 1an o'er wit') Tranſ ort of their Flat ery, aud 


2 ai Po ver of pl-abng? How ott:tn I y, 
ave you been k.own to throw away, at 3 tour 


Hours of your good Humour, upon tuch Wietches; 


and 


4 — — 
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Sir Cha. No 
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and the Minute they were gone, grew only dull to 
him, funk into a diſtaſteful Spleen, complain'd you had 
talk d yourſelt into the H-ad-ach, and then udulg'd 
upon the der Delight of ſeeing him in Pain: And by 
that time you had ſtret cht, and gap'd him heartily out 
of Patience, of a ſudden moſt importantly remember 
you had out-ſme your Appointment with my Lady Fil. 
 dle-faddle; and immediately order your Coach to the 
L. Bet. Yet, Sir, have you done? 
tho* this might ſerve to ſhew the 
Nature of your Principles: But the noble Conqueſt you 
have gain'd at laſt, over defeated Senſe of Reputation 
toe, has made your Fame immortal. En 
L. Mo. How, Sir? Sig : 
L. Bet. My Reputation? T | 
Sir Cha. Ay, Madam, your Reputation — my Lord, 
ik I advance 2 Falſhood, then reſent it — I fay, your 
Reputation — *c has been your Lite's whole Pride of 


| Hate, to be the common Toaſt of every publick able, 


yain ev'n in the infamous Addreſſes of a marry' Man, 
my Lord Fopping'on ; let that be reconcil'd with Reputa- 
tion, I'll now ſhake Hands wich Shame, and bow me 
to the low Contempt which you deſerve from him; not 
but I ſuppoſe you'll yet endeavour to recover him: Now 
you find ill Uſage in Danger of Icfing your Conqueſt, 
*tis poſſible you'll ſtop at nothing to preſer ve it. 

L.. Bet. Sir Charles — GVV 
55 ul, diſorder d, and be after her. 
Sir Cha. I know your Vanity is fo yoracious, *rwill 


ev'n wourd it ſelf to feed it ſelf; offer him a Blank, per- 54 


haps to fill up with Hopes of what Nature he pleaſes, 
and part with eve your Pride to ke-p him, 
L. Bet. Sir Charles. I have not defery*d this of you. 
„„ | [| Burſting into Tears, 
Sir Cha, Ah! True Woman, drop him a 1v'r diflem- 
bling Tear, and then his juſt Reſeutment muſt be huſhe 
of Courſe. 3j) 85 | 
L. Mo. O Charles! J can bear no more, thoſe Fears 
are £00 reproaching, : 
MED Sir 
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Sir Cha, Hiſt for your Life! [ Aſide and then aloud.] 

My Lord, if you believe her, you're undone; the very 

next Sight of my Lord Foppington, would make her yet 
A RE 


for{wear all that ſhe can promi 


I. Ber. My Lord Fopping ton! Is that the mighty Crime 


thatjmuſt condemn me then? You know I us'd him but 
as a Tool of my Reſentment, which you your ſelf, by a 
pretended Friendſhip to us both, moſt artfully provokd 


ERS L Mo. Hold, 1 con jure you, Madam, 1 want not this | 
_ Conviction. I | | 5 


L. Ber. Send for him this Minute, and you and he 


| ſhall both be Witneſſ:s of the Contempt, and Deteſtati- 


on I have for any forward Hopes his Vanity may have 


given him, or your Malice would infinuate, 
Sir Cha. De:th! you would as ſoon eat Fire, as foon 
fart with your luxurious Taſte of Folly, as dare toown 
the balf of this before his Face, or any one, that would 
make you bluſh to deny it to — Here comes my Wite 
| now we ſhall fee — Ha! and my Lord Foppington with 
| her —— Now! now, we fhall ſee this mighty roof 
of your Sincerity — Now, my Lord, you'll have a 
| 3 ſure, and henceforth know me for your Friend 
eee 155 e e 


Enter Lady Eaſy and Lord Foppington. 
L. Ea. In Tears, my Dear, what's the matter! 


L.. Bet. O, my Dear, all I told you's true; Sir Charles 
has ſhewn himſelf ſo inveterably my Enemy, that if I 
believed I defery'd but halt his Hate, 'twou'd make mo 


hate my ſelf, | 


neſs ? 


| + Bicaſt, my Lord. 


| L. F. Say'ſt thou fo, Charles? then 1 hold Six to 
Tour I am the fuſt Man inthe Town, es 


L. Fop. Hark you, Charles, prythee what is this Buſi- 


Sir Cha, Why yours, my Lord, for ought I know — 
I bave made ſuch a Breach betwixt 'em, —— I can't pro- 

miſe much for the Courage of a Woman; but if hers 

holds, I am ſure it's wide enough, you may enter ten 
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I.. Ea. Sure there muſt be ſome Miſtake in this; T 
bope he has not made my Lord ou Enemy. 
L. Bet. I know not what he has done. 
L. Mo, Far be that thought! Alas! I am too much in 


fear my ſelf, that what I have this Day committed, ad- 


vis'd by his miſtaken Friendſhip, may have done my 
Love irreparable Pr: juice. 

L. Bet. No, my Lord, fince l perceive his little Arts 
have not prevail; upon your good Nature to my Preju- 
dice, I am bound in Gratitude, in Duty to my ſelf, and 
to the Confeſſion you have made, my Lord, to acknow- 


| ledge now, | have been to blame too. 


L. Mo. Ha! is't poſſible, can you own ſo nb? — 
my tranſported Heart! 
I.. Bet. He ſays I have taken Pleaſure in ſeeing you 
_ uneaſy — I own it — but cwas when that Uneaſineſs I | 
thought proceeded from your Love; and if you did loye 
 — *twill not be much to pardon it. 
I.. Mo. O let my Soul, thus bending to your Na 
adore this foft deſcending Goodneſs, = 
I. Bet. And ſince the giddy Woman's Slights I have 
| ſhewn you too often, have been publick, tis fit at laſt 
the Amends and Reparation ſhou'd be ſo: Therefore 
what I offer'd to Sir Charles, I now repeat before this 
Company, my utter Deteſtation of any paſt, or future 
Galantry, that has or ſhall be offer'd by me to your Un- 
eafineſs, 
L. Mo. O be leſs generous, or or teach me to deſerve it 
— Now bluſh, Sir Charles, at your injurious Accuſt- 
tion. 
_ Hah Pardi voila quelque Choſe d' Extraordi- 
 paire. . . [ Aſide, 
L.. Bet. As for my Lord Foppington, I owe him 
Thanks for having been fo friendly an Inſtrumen: of 
our Reconciliation; for tho* in the little outward Galan- 
try 1 receiv'd from him, I did not immediately truſt 
bim with my Deſign in it, yet J have a better Opi- 
nion of his Undcrilanding, than to er be coud 
miſtake it. 55 


L. Fop. 
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L. Fop. I am ſtruck dumb with the Deliberation of | 


her Aſſurance; and do not poſitively remember, that the 


| Non-Chalence of my Temper ever bad ſo bright an Oc- 


cafion to ſhew it ſelf before, 1 
IL. Ber. My Lord, I hope you'll pardon the Freedom I 
have taken with you. N | 


IL. Fop. O. Midam, don't be under the Confuſion of 


an Arclogy upon my Account; for in Caſes of this Na- 


ture, | am never diſappointed, but when | find a Lady 


of the ſame Mind two Hours together —— Madam, I 


| have Joſt a thouſind fine Women in my time; but never 
hid the il Manners to be out of Humour wi.h any one 


for refuling me, ſince I was bn, 
I bet. My Lord, that's a very prudent Temper. 
L. Fop. Madam. to convince you that I am in an 


univerſal Peace with Mankind, fince you own I have 
ſo far contributed to your Happineſs, give me leave to 
have the Honour of compleating it, by joining your 
Hand where you have already cfier'd up your Inclina- 


8 I, a 
IL. Bet. My Lord, that's a Favour I can't refuſe yon. 
IL. Mo, Generous indeed, my Lord. 3 

FT [ L. Fop. joins their Handi. 


L. Fop. And ſtap my Breath, if ever I was better | 


pleas'd fince my firit Entrance into human Nature. 

Sir Cha. How now, my Lord! What! throw up the 
Cards before you have loſt the Gime? 5 
L. Fop. Look ycu, Charles, *tis true, I did deſign to 


have play'd with her alone: But he that will keep well 
with the Ladies, m uſt ſometimes be content to make one 
| at a Poole wich 'em: And fince | know I muft engage 


her in my Turn, I don't ſee any great Odds in letting 


dien take the firſt Game with her. 


Sir Cha, Wiſely conſider d, my Lord. 
L. Bet. And now, Sir Charles — 


Sir Cha, And now, Madam, 1'1] fave you the Trouble 

of a long Speech; and, in one Word, confeſs that eve- 
ry thing I have done in Regard to you this Day was 
purely Artificial — | ſaw there was no way to ſecure 


you to my Lord Moreleve, but my alarming your _ 
OE b, wit 


9 — — — — — 5 7 X 
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with the Danger of lofing him: And ſince the Succeſs | 
muſt have by this time convine d you, that in Love no- 
thing is more ridiculous than an over-acted Averſion; I 


am ſure you won't take it il}, if we at laſt congratulate 


your good Nature, by heartily laughing at the * we 


had put you in. Ha! ha! ha! 
L. Ea. Ha! ha! ha! 


I. Bet. Why — well, [ — it now, 2 hate you 


_ worſe than ever. 


Sir Cha, Ha! hy! ha! And was it afraid they wou'd| 
take away its Love from it— Poor Lady Betty ! ha! hat 
L. Ea, My Dear, I beg your Pardon; but tis impoſ- 


fible not to laugh when one's fo heartily plens' d. 
I. Fop. Really Madam, I am afraid the Humour of the 
Company will draw me inro your Diſplcaſure too; but if 


I were to expire this Moment, my laſt Breath. wou'd ” 


: poſitively 80 out with a Laugh, Ha ! ha! ha! 
IL. Bet. Nay, I have deferv'd it all, chat's the Truth 


on't — but ! ope, my Lord. you were not in this De- 


hgn againſt me. 
I. Mo. As a Proof, Madam, 1 am inclin's never to 
deceive you more, — I do confeſs I had my ſhare in't. 


I. Bet, You do, my Lord— then I declare twas 2 
Deſign, one or other — the beſt carried on, that ever [ 
knew in my Life; and (to my Shame own it) for ought 
I know, the only thing that cou'd have prevail'd upon 


my Temper : 'Twas a fooliſh Pride that has coſt me 
many a bitten Lip to ſupport it — wiſh we don't both 
repent, my Lord. 


L. Mo. Don't you repent without me, and we never 


ſhall. 


can ſay of your paſt Conduct, is that my Lord had Con- 
yOu and you have try'd it, | 
Enter à Sorvant to Lord Morelove. 


Serv. My Lord, Mr. le Fevre's below, and defires to 
know what time your Lordſhip will pleaſe to have the 


Mufick begin. 


L. Me. Sir Charles, what ſay you? wil you give me 


_ —_— en kicker ? 


Sir Cha. Well, Madam, now the worſt that the World 


Sir 
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Sir Cha, As the Ladies think nt, my Lord. | 
L. Bet. O! by all means, 'cwill be better here, unleſs 
we cou'd have the Terras to ourielves, 


L. Mo. Then pray celire * em to come all hither im- 
mediately. 


Serv. Yes, my Lord. Tn [Exit Serv, 
Ens Loy Graveairs. 

* Cha. Lady Graveaurs ! | 

I. Gra. Ye! you may well ſtart! but don't ſuppoſe I 


am now come like a poor tame Fool to upbe. id your 
| Guilt; but if I cou'd, to blaſt you with a Look. 


Sir Cha. Come, come, you have Sente, — Don't ex- 


poſe your felt — y u are unhappy, and I own my ſelf the 
Cauſe — the only Sat is faction I can offer you, is to pro- 


teſt, no new 1 takes me trom you; But 2 
ſincere Reflexion ot the long Neglect, and I1quries I've 
done the beſt of Wives; for w,, Amends 20% only Sake 


I now muſt part with you, and all the inconvenient 


Pleaſures of my Lite. | 
L. Gra. Have you then fall-n into the Jow con- 


tempt of expoſing me, and to your Wife too? 


Sir Cha. 'T was impoſſible, without w. 1 could ever 
be ſincere in my Converlion, | 

L. Gra. Deſpicable. 

Sir Cha. Do not think . my fake I know 


| ſhe'll not reproach you—nor, by her Carriage, ever let 
| the World perceive you ve wrong'd her, 


My 
Dear | 
L. Ea. Lady Graveairs, I hope you'll ſup with us? 
L. Gra. I can't refuſe ſo much good Company, 


Madam. 


Sir Cha. You ſee the worſt of 1 Reſentment 3 
the mean time, don't endeavour to be her Friend, and 


ſhe'll never be your Enemy. 


deſerv'd, and I ſubmit to it. 


L. Gra. I am unfortunate 


tis what my Folly has 


I.. Mo. So! here's the Muſick. 


L. Ez, Come, Ladies, fhall we fit? 


After | 
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. S wich an Angel's Face, 
By Love ordain d for Foy, 
Seems of the Sirens's Cruel Race, 
To charm and then deſtroy : 


' With all the Arts of Look and Dreſs 
She fans the fatal Fre; | 
Through Pride, miſtaken oft for G race, | 
She bids the Swain expire. 


b. God of Love enrag d to ſee 
The Nymph defy his Flame, 
Pronounc d his Mercilcſs Decree 

Againſi the Haughiy Dame; 


Let Age with dinble Steed 0'ertake her, 
Let Love the Room of Pride ſupply; 
And when the Lovers all forſake her. 
A ſpotleſs Virgin let her Die. 


sir Charles comes forward with Lady Eaſy. 


sir Cha. Now, my Dear, I find my N grow 


faſt upon me; in all my paſt Experience of the Sex, I 
found evin among the better Sort ſo much of Folly, 


Pride, Malice, Paſſion, and irreſolute Deſire, that I con- 
cluded thee but of the foremoſt Rank, and therefore 
ſcarce worthy my Concern ; but thou haſt ſtirr'd me 


with ſo ſevere a Procf of thy exalted Virtue, it gives 


me Wonder equal to my Love— It then the unkindly 


Thought of what I have been, hereafter ſhould in rude 


vpon thy gromwney Quiet, let this ee teach thee 


an 


Thy Wrongs when Greateſt, moſt thy Fine prov'd, 
And d from 1 Virtue jones, 1 Au, and truly lov d. 


T 1 


„„ 


„ . 
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do. queſt and Freed m are at bug h our y own, E 3 
j 6406 Fears of Slavery no more are ſhown, 5 
Nor Dread of pa ing Tribute to a foreign Throne. 5 
All Stations now the Fruits of Conqueſt ſhare, _ I Ih 
Except (if ſmall wih great things may compare) 1 
Th” Oppreſ Condition of the Lab ring Player. 
We're ſiill in Fears (as you of late in France) 
Of the Deſpotick Power of Song, and Dance: 
For while Subſcription, like a Tyrant reigns, 
Nature neglected, and the Stage in Chains, 
| And Engliſh Attors Slaves 70 ſwell the Frenchman' s 
3 Gains. 
Like Æſop's Crow, the poor out- witted Stage, 
That liv'd on wholſom Plays th” latter Age, 
Deluded once to ſing, ewv'n juſt'y ſerv'd, 
Let fall her Cheeſe to the bar s ” a and flared: 
O that our Fudgment, as your Courage has 
Your Fame extended, wou d aſſert our Cauſe, 
That nothing Engliſh might ſubmit to foreign Laws, 
* we but live 10 ſee that joyful Day, 
Then of the Engliſh Stage, reviv'd we may, 
As of your Elanaur now, with proper Application, Jay 


So when the Gallick Fox by Fraud of Peace, : 
Had lulbd the Britiſh Lion into Eaſe, | 
And ſaw that Sleep compos'd his couchant Head, 
He bids him wake, and ſee himſelf betray'd 

In Toils of treacherous Politicks around him laid: 

| Shews him how one cloſe Hour of Gallick Thought 
| Retook thoſe Towns ou which he Tears had Pages: 


EPILOGUE. 

At this th* Indignant Savage rolls his fiery Eyes, 
Dauntleſi, tho bluſhing at the baſe Surprize 
Panſes a while — But finds Delays are vain: 
Compell d to fight, he ſhakes his ſhaggy Mane;  ( 
Hie grinds his dreadful Fang,; and ſialks to Blenheim's 
i 5 5 

There ith ereſtod Creſt, and horrid Roar, 
He furious, plunges on through Streams of Gore, 
And dyes with falſe Bavarian Blood the Purple Danube's 


8 5 | 
In owe preſht Battle frees the Deſiin'd Slaves, 
| Revives old Engliſh Aenour, and an Empire ſaves, 


